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“Allthe NEWS 
THAT FITS" 


Fall Music Preview 
From Bob Dylan to Ke$ha, 24 
records that will rock you in 2012. 


Rick Ross: The New Boss 
Superbaked, supersized 
superstar: How a husky high 
school football player became the 
most lovable don in hip-hop. 

By Josu EELLS 


The Gangster Princess 
of Beverly Hills 

Lisette Lee seemed to have it all, 
but behind the bling were lies, 
secrets and private jets full of 
weed. By SABRINA RUBIN ERDELY 


Muse's Apocalypse Rock 
Inside the Brit trio’s wild, sixth 
album, The 2nd Law 


‘Taibbi: Hating the Dream 
Why basketball fans everywhere 
rooted against Team USA 


Mike Tyson Takes 
Broadway 

Working with Spike Lee, the 
former champ turns his painful 
life into powerful theater. 


foltime(-vileltany 1 


: bluffer’s guide to 
TELEVISION —-< “yy : the Rolling Stones 


r . e 49 

foo Much of Nothing api dads 
Jerry Seinfeld is still trying to 

find his second act. 

RECORDS 

Animal Collective 

The titans of new-school psych 
rock head into the garage. 


MOVIES 

“The Campaign’ ane 
Will Ferrell and Zach Galifianakis Sibum 

are fun as fool candidates, but the (page 42) 





ON THE COVER Rick Ross photographed in Detroit, on July 20th, 2012, by Terry Richardson. 
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Justin Grows Up 
THANKS FOR THE FUNNY 
piece on Justin Bieber [“Man- 
nish Boy,” RS 1162]. For ayoung 
superstar who is growing up in 
public, Bieber is remarkably 
well put together. 

Brent Powers, via the Internet 


WITHIN A DAY OF ITS ARRIV- 
al, the outstanding Justin 
Bieber story was being passed 
around the family. Keep up the 
great writing. 

Kim Tussa 


North Tonawanda, NY 


WHEN BIEBER DOES SOME- 
thing worthwhile, then honor 
him. Don't give him the cover 
because he’s the flavor of the 
month, Yes, he is becoming an 
adult, but | became one too, 
and you didn't give me a cover. 


Greg Puckett, Richmond, KY 


SERIOUSLY? BIEBER? THISIS 
a sign of the apocalypse. 
Deborah Walsh, Bluffton, SC 


I READ THE BIEBER PIECE 

and imagined the shrieking, 

earsplitting delight of 11-year- 
old girls everywhere. 

Linda Baumgartner 

Via the Internet 


Lost Olympian 


CONSTANTINE MARKIDES 
wrote a beautiful story [“The 
Resurfacing of Anthony 
Ervin,” RS 1162]. I find it ad- 
mirable that after all he went 
through, Ervin found a way to 


Global Meltdown 


GREAT ARTICLE ON GLOB- 
al warming by Bill McKib- 
ben [“The Reckoning,” RS 
1162]. These corporate- 
energy pigs are not only de- 
stroying the planet, they 
are condemning upcom- 
ing generations to an 
uninhabitable future. 
Steve Jones 

Breckenridge, CO 


AFTER READING “THE 
Reckoning,” 1 under- 
stand the true genius of 
ROLLING STONE. Mc- 
Kibben’s sobering piece 
would be more comfort- 
able buried in a scientific 
journal, but here it reach- 
es a far wider audience. 
Here's to you, Bieber — you 
may help save our planet. 

Brian Niehaus 

Culver City, CA 


MCKIBBEN’S GLOBAL- 
warming feature may be 
one of the most impor- 
tant articles ever written 
about the end of the world 
as we know it. Every pol- 
icymaker in the world 


RECKONING 


should read it immediately. 
Michael Sherwood, Oakland 


ONLY RS COULD PROVIDE 
a breathtaking piece on cli- 
mate change while moving 
me to recall a now-apt line 






from a song once trashed as 
zeitgeist: “This generation 
got no destination to hold” 
(Marty Balin/Paul Kantner). 
Long may you rock. 

John MeQueen, Chantilly, VA 


THIS ARTICLE SHOULD 
seare the shit out of every- 
one, but, alas, it is too late. 
The apathy of governments, 
the greed of the corporations 
and the ignorance of the 
human race have doomed 
us all. 

Rory Moe, Des Moines, LA 


What They're Saying 
The buzz about “The Reckoning” 


AS MARK BITTMAN OF “THE NEW YORK TIMES” PUT IT, 
“The first page alone of the Ro.tine Stone article will 
scare the pants off you.” Over at the Huffington Post, blogger 
Neil Wagner called it “the best piece ever written about an- 
thropogenic climate change.” Lauren Feeney of Billmoyers 
.com raved that the report was “not to miss.” Environmental 
groups like Grist, EcoWatch and the 2020 Climate Leader- 
ship Campaign praised the piece for challenging the fossil- 
fuel industry. Personal-finance blogger Logan Sachon 
summed up the general reaction: sheer terror — mixed with 
“just the tiniest little sliver of hope.” 


come back to the wonderful 
things life can offer. He must 
be avery strong soul! 

CZE, via the Internet 


I HOPE ERVIN CONTINUES TO 
encourage kids to swim. We 
saw him at the Olympic tri- 
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als, and he made the biggest 
impression on my children ~ 
not just because he’s fast, not 
because he gave them swim 
caps of his own design (though 
that is really cool), but because 
he “hid” in the elevator and 
screamed, “Ha-ha, it’s just me” 


at all the fans waiting for Ryan 
Lochte and Michael Phelps. 
What a great story, 

Shelly Theil, Lincoln, NE 


Batman's Mystery 


I WAS FASCINATED BY CHRIS- 
topher Nolan's observations 
about the tortured superhero 
Batman [“The Making of The 
Dark Knight Rises,” RS 1162]. 
I've struggled to understand 
Nolan’s vigilante, but after 
reading Brian Hiatt’s inter- 
view I had a much better sense 
of his dark vision. 

Steve Hanson, via the Internet 





IT WAS INTERESTING TO 
learn how big a debt Nolan 
acknowledges to the classic 
James Bond flicks. 

Eric Cavanaugh, via the Internet 


THANKS FOR JONATHAN LE- 
them’s wonderful essay “The 
Only Human Superhero.” The 
punch line - “You'd need a 
lunchbox” - took me back to the 
days of the school bus, lunch- 
boxes painted with fantastic 
images of Batman, and a sense 
of mystery in the big world. 
Tom Slocombe, via the Internet 


I'M A LONGTIME READER, 
and RS 1162 was my favorite 
of all time. Lethem and Nolan 
on The Dark Knight Rises, 
Springsteen, Eddie Vedder, 
Tom Petty and the Gaslight 
Anthem? Thank you for ex- 
plaining political issues to a 
26-year-old to whom most po- 
litical and environmental rhet- 
oric sounds like gibberish. No 
other magazine could get me 
to read about global warming. 
You guys are fun, serious and 
intelligent all at once. 

Rick Bach, St, Petersburg, PL 
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OUR FAVORITE SONGS, 
ALBUMS AND VIDEOS 
RIGHT NOW 





| Beth Orton 






Listening to this slow-burner 

from Orton’s sixth LP is like 

sinking into a warm bath while 
being serenaded by a smoky- 
voiced angel. Ahhhhhhh. rt 


Corin Tucker ~ : 

*.Blur Biur 21 7.Tom Waits “Hell Broke Luce” video 
Band 

Oasis who? Looking back, these M ; A crazy-intense video by regular RS illustrator Matt Mahurin oS 

London lads clearly won the Brit-pop » Grour C amps the impact of Waits’ anti-war tune - which is filled with 

wars. Need lots and lots of proof? We miss Sleater-Kinney lyrics about Humvees and body bags. 

Check their monster new box set, too! But their mighty singer Holy shit, basically. 

with all seven studio albums plus shreds her lungs just like 


tons of unreleased tunes. Ace. the old days on this Molo- 
tov cocktail of a single 


Elliott Smith 





Nine years after Smith's 


death, his label is opening Grizzly Bear “yet 
the vaults for treasures like The Brooklyn crew’s last album was so dope, even 
this achingly pretty early Jay-Z started shouting them out. Jigga! If you 
take of his 1997 classic. haven't heard this killer preview of their new LP, 
Shields, fire up your Spotify, stat! 













Willie 
Nelson 


NO CREDIT 


Willie and Merle Hag- 

gard in one song! How 
much more badass do 
you need? 
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CRAZY HORSE SECRETS OF THESET LIST PG. 16 | MIKE TYSON ON BROADWAY PG. 28 
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Apocalypse 
Xize 


Inside the trio’s wild sixth LP, 
‘The 2nd Law’ By David Fricke 





¢ E ARB DEFINED BY THE FACT 
that we can't be defined by any- 
bodysasays Matt Bellamy, the 


singer-guitarist-pianist of Muse, as he runs 
down the range amd nerve of the British 
trio’s new album, Phe 2nd Lae, out in Oc- 
tober. “There are cleetro-pop sounds and 
songs that are obviously clasSie\rock,” Bel- 
lamy notes, referring to the machine-funk 
nightmares “Madnéss” and “Panic Station” 
and,.in the latter @ategory, [Cont. on 16 | 
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Secrets of Crazy Horse's Set 


ON THE ROAD 


The stories behind the songs 
on Neil Young and crew’s 


first tour in eight years By Andy Greene 


CRAZY 


Red Rocks Amphitheatre. 


“Powderfinger” Rust Never Sleeps, 1979 
“| had just joined the band, and Neil and | were getting to know each 
other," Sampedro says of the night Young wrote the classic tune. “We hit 
every bar in Malibu, and then he went back to his house. The next morn- 
ing he calls me and says, ‘Poncho, | don’t know what happened last 
night, man.’ He had written ‘Barstool Blues’ and ‘Powderfinger.’ 
He said they came to him in a dream, or a dream/seizure thing.” 


“Walk Like a Giant” Unreleased, 2012 
This 20-minute feedback-soaked epic is likely from this fall’s LP. “| imagine it’s 
about the Earth being destroyed by this giant, and we're scanning the Earth 

for survivors,” Sampedro says. “In the studio, we just played it once. When we 
listened back, it blew our minds. We had no idea we'd done anything that big. 
| wish we had kept recording, because we were on 4a roll.” 


“Fuckin’ Up” Ragged Glory, 1990 


"| think the first time we ever played it, it was acoustic. Neil and | came up with 
the ‘Why do |' part during rehearsals for Saturday Night Live. We played it there 
and we finished it the next time we got together with the rest of Crazy Horse.” 


“Psychedelic Pill” Unreleased, 2012 
“Neil sat at the piano and started playing chords. Ralph [Molina] was on drums, 
and he started this beat on the snare and wouldn't stop for an hour. We haven't 
performed it that great yet, but we're getting more comfortable every night.” 


“Hey Hey, My My (Into the Black)” 


Rust Never Sleeps, 1979 


OR HORSE GUITARIST FRANK “PONCHO” 
F Sampedro, making noise with Neil Young is the best feel- 

ing in the world. “Imagine the first time you had sex,” he 
says. With more than four decades of Crazy Horse material to 
draw from, creating the tour’s set list was tough. “Neil liter- 
ally changed it three times a day,” Sampedro says. “I voted to 
never play ‘Cinnamon Girl’ again.” Thankfully, Sampedro was 
overruled. What else was busted out? The guitarist walks RS 
through the set list from the August 5th show at Colorado's 



































Young originally cut the song with Devo in 1978. “So we went in there and played it 
three times harder than they ever could, and we still do,” Sampedro says 


red Rocks#t 8/5/12 


MUSE 


(Cont. from15] “Big Freeze” and his 
lead-guitar blowup in “Animals.” 

“Then there are the orchestral things,” 
he adds over lunch in New York: the 
strings-choir-and-metal “Survival,” al- 
ready a hit as an official Olympic theme 
song, and the symphonic chaos of the two- 
part title suite. The 2nd Law would sound 
like “three different bands,” Bellamy con- 
tends, “if it wasn't for my voice.” 

Bellamy, bassist Chris Wolstenholme 
and drummer Dominic Howard recorded 
most of the follow-up to their 2009 U.S. 
breakthrough, The Resistance, in London 
last year, then did overdubs in L.A. with 
David Campbell, whose arranging and 
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conducting credits include albums by Me- 
tallica and his son Beck, “He understood 
that film-music thing we were looking for,” 
Bellamy says, “And he found a lot of amaz- 
ing people,” including a trumpeter who 
played on Stevie Wonder’s “Superstition.” 

But it was in London, as Muse start- 
ed work on The 2nd Law last summer, 
where Bellamy found his title and main 
theme. He was watching a panel of econ- 
omists on the BBC when someone on the 
show referred to the second law of thermo- 
dynamics. “He said, “The laws of phys- 
ics say that an economy based on endless 
growth is unsustainable,” Bellamy says. 
“Everyone is obsessed with constant, un- 
checked growth, and no one is pointing 
out that we might be maxing out, 


“‘Survival’ tunes into the insanity of 
that,” Bellamy adds, Another song, the pi- 
ano-based ballad “Explorers,” “looks at the 
other side of the coin, this adventurous 
spirit we've created that is now in ques- 
tion, because the planet is saying, ‘T'm only 
so big and have this much.” 

There are breaks in the apocalypse. 
“Follow Me” is a dreamy plea with an un- 
usual pulse: the in-utero heartbeat of Bel- 
lamy’s son with fiancee Kate Hudson, re- 
corded on an iPhone, the father says, “just 
before she pushed him out.” And “Save 
Me,” one of two songs written and sung by 
Wolstenholme, suggests the Beach Boys 
circa Pet Sounds. “It's anew sound for us,” 
Bellamy says with a smile. “It makes for a 
nice change.” 





Aucustr 30, 2012 





+) . ¢ 
CTR REDE, ARC vi 


ABSOILUT® CITROMD LEMON, 









; 
\ 
1 Oi 
' 
¥ 





: 


WWWABSOLUT.COM/REMIX 


2 oBNABSOLUT® CITRON 
1/2 lime, quortered 

2 teaspoons granulated sugar 
Muddle limes and sugar in o tumbler 
Add ABSOLUT® CITRON and stir 

Fill glass with ice and stir again 


ahead been Leld under 
Piotut since F879. 


4% MC / VOL (80 PROOF) 1am 





SaOm tyre ORE 
PORT 196 BOF NED 6 doe’ eT 
Al aver 8 te 











amet 1 1: pea 


A DRINK WITH NEVV MUSIC BY DAN BLACK 





ENJOY WITH ABSOLUT RESPONSIBILITYS 


ape 






B@ ROCKXROLL 


Russia Puts Punks on Trial 


LS OL RTNS Feminist rockers 


Pussy Riot face seven years for 
anti-Putin protest By Patrick Doyle 


N FEBRUARY 21ST, THE RUSSIAN 
O feminist punk crew Pussy Riot per- 

formed a 40-second “punk prayer” 
on the altar of Moscow’s Christ the Sav- 
iour Cathedral, “Mother Mary, drive Putin 
away!” they howled, protesting President 
Vladimir Putin's close relationship with 
the Russian Orthodox Church. Two weeks 
later, after a clip of their performance blew 
up online, three band members were jailed 
for “hooliganism motivated by religious ha- 
tred” — a charge that could get them up to 
seven years In prison. 

Pussy Riot’s weeklong trial, which began 
July 30th, has become an international 
scandal, highlighting serious concerns 
about free speech in Putin’s Russia. West- 
ern stars including Red Hot Chili Pep- 
pers, Patti Smith, Sting and Peter Gabri- 
el have spoken out in support of the band. 
At an August 7th show in Moscow, Madon- 
na dedicated “Like a Virgin” to Pussy Riot. 
“T mean no disrespect to the church or the 
government,” she said. “But I think [the 
band] has done something courageous.” 























Tolokonnikova, Alyokhina 
and Samutsevich (from 
leff); the Chili Peppers’ 
Anthony Kiedis (inset). 


There was no verdict at press 
time, but defense lawyers have said 
they expect Pussy Riot to be con- 
victed, During court proceedings, the 
band members — Nadezhda Tolokonniko- 
va, 22, Maria Alyokhina, 24, and Yekateri- 
na Samutsevich, 30 — were kept in a glass- 





and-metal cage while prosecutors accused 
them of inciting religious hatred and wor- 
shipping Satan, comparing the band to 
terrorists. Prosecutors questioned 10 “vic- 
tims” who testified they were offended by 
the performance; one told the court that 
he believed Pussy Riot had declared war 
on God and the government. “Our goal was 
political protest in artistic form,” Tolokon- 
nikova said in court. Alyokhina gave her 
final plea from her cage. “I am not afraid 
of you,” she said. “This so-called court can 
deprive me of my freedom. No one can ever 
take my inner freedom away.” The court- 
room exploded in applause. 
Onstage in Stockholm on August 
3rd, Patti Smith performed a 
raucous “Gloria” for the 
group, shouting, “Ask Jesus 
Christ. He would fucking 
forgive them!” “The young 
girls in Moscow who are 
on trial for just being free, 
for expressing themselves,” 
Smith said later, “they're young 
people filled with energy, with ide- 
alism, and the consequences of idealism 
don't always occur to a young person.” 
ADDITIONAL REPORTING BY KHRISTINA NARIZHNAYA 





V/H/S = 
WTF! Agh! 
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Fall’s Gnarliest 
Horror Movie 


Brace yourself for V/H/S (out 

this fall) - the scariest, rawest 
horror movie of the year. How 
raw? Well, there’s the part where 
three drunk dudes try to hook up 
with a girl they picked up at a bar 
- and the guy who gets his unit 


Phelps’ Solid-Gold Hits 


Michael Phelps, greatest Olympian of all 
time, on the tunes that amped him up 





Lil Wayne “I’m Me” 

One of the songs from the 2008 Games | listened 
to. Just the name of the song made sense to me, 
given where |'m at right now, and how | felt at 
these Games. 


Afrojack and Steve Aoki “No Beef” 
Just a great song. Fast beat, really gets you going 
and fired up. 


Avicii “Levels” 
Swimming a multiple-event program requires you 
to conserve and manage emotional and physical 

energy, so you've got the goods when you need it 
most. It's all about levels. 















Young Jeezy “Go Getta” 
Another song | listened to in 2008. 
Dream, plan, reach, baby - gotta go 
get it! 


Lil Wayne “Right Above It” 
That song made me want to finish 
strong and look forward to life 
after swimming. 


ripped off (agh!) is the lucky one. 
That's just one of five awesomely 
disturbing found-footage-style 
shorts in the film. “Major movies 
have formulas,” says producer 
Brad Miska. “We made it hard to 
tell what's going to happen - and 
that makes it feel a little dirty.” 
ANDY GREENE 
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David Foster Wallace 


When David Foster Wallace committed suicide in 2008, it was clear 
he had been profoundly depressed. But the first major biography of the 
writer, DT. Max’s Every Love Story Is a Ghost Story, reveals an even 
more troubled mind than anyone realized. From the time he was in col- 
lege, the brilliant author of Infinite Jest was in and out of institutions as 
he struggled with depression and addictions to alcohol and marijuana. 
But the book is also full of all kinds of other strange surprises, painting 





He wasn’t as good at 
tennis as he claimed. 
Wallace described himself 
as “near great” at his favorite 
sport, but in reality he was 
just the 11th-best teenage 
player in central Ilinois - 
not exactly a tennis hotbed. 
Still, he was good enough to 
beat Jay McInerney when 
they were both at the artist 
colony Yaddo. 

He once plotted murder. 
Obsessed with the writer 
Mary Karr, Wallace planned 
to shoot her husband with 

a gun he tried to buy from a 
guy he met in recovery. She 
found out about the scheme, 


but believed him when he 
blamed it on his buddy. Wal- 
lace and Karr eventually be- 
came a couple. 


He voted for Reagan. 

And supported Ross Perot! 
But his loathing of George 
W. Bush turned Wallace into 
a liberal. 


He had hygiene issues. 
Wallace was so embarrassed 
by his tendency to sweat that 
he carried a tennis racket 

in high school, hoping peo- 
ple would think he had just 
left the court. He was also 


serious about dental hygiene, 


keeping a toothbrush in his 
sock for emergencies. 
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the most complete, and warmest, portrait of Wallace yet. 


One of his best short 
stories is about Elizabeth 
Wurtzel. 

After being rejected by the 
Prozac Nation author, Wal- 
lace wrote the 1998 story 
“The Depressed Person,” 
basing the title character — 
the most unpleasant person 
on Earth — on her. 


He was a ladies’ man. 
Wallace hooked up with ev- 
eryone from friends’ girl- 
friends to countless young 
fans. He once asked his 
friend Jonathan Franzen if 
his only purpose on Earth is 
“to put my penis in as many 
vaginas as possible.” 


Breaking 
Bad’s New 
Bro, Yo 


UNT AD 
UNTIL A VP 





DAY NIGHT LIGHTS STAR JE E 
Plemons hadn't seen Breaking 
Bad: “| didn’t want to get invest- 
ed in another TV show,” he says 
with a laugh. But then Plemons 
got the part of Todd, a seemingly 
guileless kid who becomes en- 
meshed in Walter White’s meth 
operation this season. He filmed 
his first Breaking Bad scenes in 
Albuquerque, New Mexico, while 
catching up on the show in his 
hotel room during his off hours. 
“It was really kind of bizarre,” he 
says, “seeing these people and 
then going through this ride.” 

He will reveal only one key fact 
about Todd: He has a secret. 
“That’s pretty much all | know,” 
he says. “It's going to be pretty 
unpredictable.” BRIAN HIATT 








Snoop Dogg 
Goes Rasta 
in the least surprising 
celebrity conversion 

since Sammy Davis Jr. 
turned Jewish (dude 
loved dreidels!), Snoop 
Dogg has embraced 
Rastafarianism, After a 
deeply meaningful trip 

to Jamaica, the rap star 
has changed his name 

to Snoop Lion and Is 
releasing Reincarnated, a 
reggae album produced 
by Diplo. Says Snoop, “Me 
going to Jamaica was 

like Malcolm X going to 
Mecca,” 


Snoop Lion 
in Jamaica 
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The New Adventures of Cat Power 


alu S§ Chan Marshall 


beats back the blues on 
her long-awaited new 
album, Sun 


HERE ARE TWO TOP- 
ics that irritate the 
otherwise sweet- 
tempered Chan Mar- 
shall - and, unfortunately, 
they both tend to come up in 
conversation pretty often. The 
first is the lengthy gap between 
Sun, her ninth album as Cat 
Power, and her previous album 
of original songs, 2006's The 
Greatest (the mostly-covers LP 
Jukebox came out in between). 
“I wasn’t just sitting around 
eating bonbons for six years,” 
says Marshall, 40, who's hang- 
ing out at the moment in West 
Hollywood’s Chateau Mar- 
mont, which she describes ap- 
provingly as a “CIA lockdown 
hotel.” “I was busting my ass.” 
The other subject she doesn't 
like hearing about: the possibil- 
ity that the melancholy songs on 
Sun have anything to do with 
her four-year relationship with 
actor Giovanni Ribisi. “It’s more 
about, like, actually me really 
composing an album than any- 
body I'm dating,” she says. “My 
life isn’t fucking limited to my 
relationship, you know?” In any 
case, they're no longer a cou- 
ple. “The dumpball hit March 
20th,” she says cheerily, “and 
he’s so happy ‘cause he just got 
married to a supermodel and 


that’s so great, but, uh, God 
bless us, everyone.” 

When Marshall got off the 
road about four years back, 
she wrote a set of songs that 
a friend dismissed as too de- 
pressing and too similar to her 
early material — so she threw 





the tunes away and focused 
on her then-new relationship. 
“And I thought I'll just be a 
wife and enjoy what I have,” she 
says. But her muse was calling - 
or, as she puts it, “The knock on 
the door in the back of my head 
was just, like, piling up.” 


She returned to the Boat, 
Flea’s L.A. studio. “I didn’t play 
my guitar, didn't look over at the 
piano,” she recalls. “The only 
other instrument there was, 
like, a tambourine and some 
maracas and a drum set and 
several synthesizer things that 
I've never turned on before. So 
when I turned that on: ‘Oh, that 
sounds cool.’ So I press ‘record.’”” 
From there, she recruited engi- 
neer Philippe Zdar — who has 
worked with Phoenix and the 
Beastie Boys — and created the 
most fully realized arrange- 
ments of her career, playing 
most instruments herself. 

The album's most emotion- 
al track, the nearly 11-min- 
ute “Nothin but Time,” guest- 
stars Iggy Pop (she asked David 
Bowie first) and was written 
for a friend’s bullied teenage 
daughter. “It’s up to you to be a 
superhero,” she sings. But Mar- 
shall, who has struggled with 
substance abuse and psychiat- 
ric problems, is also singing to 
her troubled younger self. “I'm 
putting, like, a recycled alumi- 
num-foil crown on her head. 
And that’s what I had to learn 
to do myself. No one taught 
me how to do that except my 
friends and, like, my dog and 
the birds and the clear water 
from the mountain. I spenta lot 
of my life being afraid of things 
that did and didn’t exist. I re- 
alized how foolish I was —- now 


I'm not afraid.” BRIAN HIATT 








THE FINALS: PICK THE WINNER 


You've been voting all summer long in ROLLING STONE's “Women Who 
Rock” contest, and it’s time to decide which artist will get a starring 
role in a special issue of the magazine this fall. The two finalists - British 
singer Rita Ora and pop duo Karmin - traveled to Chicago in August 
for head-to-head performances during Lollapalooza, bringing the party 
to the Rolling Stone Rock Room. Now all that’s left is the last round 
of voting. Visit rollingstone.com/womenwhorock and cast your vote by 


September 10th. It’s all up to you! 


VOTE NOW! 


Find all you need to know about the finalists - interviews, perfor- 
mances, videos and more - at rollingstone.com/womenwhorock. 
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Hating the Dream 


N 1990, AT AGE 20, I VISITED 
communist Leningrad as an ex- 
change student. About a month into 
the trip, I was nursing a beer at a 
nightclub when one of my fellow 
students suddenly nudged me in the ribs. 
“Watch this,” he said as he held his blue 
passport over his head. Within five min- 
utes our table was surrounded by beautiful 
women. America, I learned back then, was 
a magic word in some parts of the world. 
America had allure. 

Not long after that, America chose its 
Dream Team in preparation for the Bar- 
celona Olympics. Even behind the (re- 
cently fallen) Iron Curtain, the 





world was enthralled with the We have 
spectacle of the Greatest Team become the 
Ever. I was in a Russian bar for 1980 Soviet 


the legendary debut thrash- 


rooted against the Americans this year. 
Here at home, the Internet teemed with 
posts with titles like “Am I a terrorist for 
wanting the U.S. basketball team to lose?” 
The self-hating angst of American hoops 
fans came mainly because the NBA itself 
has been Dream Team-ized, with owners 
and free-agent players scheming to create 
four or five supersquads stacked with all- 
stars, leaving the other 25 teams to play the 
Angola/Washington Generals role. 

But elsewhere, the hatred was more 
complicated. In 1992, America wasn't al- 
ways the villain. We were a big, stupid, 
cheerful people that gave the world MTV, 
rap music and The Karate Kid, 
while our chief ideological rivals, 
the Russians, mostly export- 
ed clinical depression, political 
jailings and atrocious consum- 


ing of Angola, a 116-48 victory, hockey team, er goods. Now we stand alone 
and the whole place - remem- &Wesome but as a hegemonic superpower that 
hateable. 


ber, this was in the country that 
had won the basketball gold four 
years before —- was howling with delight. 
I remember translating Charles Barkley’s 
infamous post-game explanation for why 
he'd viciously elbowed poor Angolan play- 
er Herlander Coimbra. “He says,” I told the 
crowd, “that he didn’t know ifthe guy had a 
spear.” The Russians roared with approval. 
Back then, even when we were being ass- 
holes, we were charming. 

Fast-forward to 2012. Heading into the 
final game, America’s Dream Team seemed 
better, possibly, than its 1992 predeces- 
sor. But instead of celebrating the deadly 
combo of LeBron James/Kevin Durant/ 
Kobe Bryant, fans everywhere actively 


force-feeds the world computer- 
generated pop music and soul- 
less effects-driven movies. We still repre- 
sent freedom, but it’s mainly the freedom 
to make sickeningly huge sums of money 
in a world where the median income is ba- 
sically ass. 

So this year, when LeBron and KD and 
Carmelo rained threes and monster dunks 
on hapless opponents, fans rooted like mad 
for this team to lose. We have become the 
1980 Soviet hockey team, awesome but 
hateable, the world officially ready to cheer 
our defeats. Maybe Kobe is right, and this 
2012 team could have beaten the origi- 
nal Dream Team on the court. But off the 
court, it wasn't even close. 


Illustration by TuoMaAs Fucus 
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The Punk Master of 


Hardcore Thai Food 


Andy Ricker’s vision for real-deal Thai in the U.S.A. 


NDY RICKER REALLY WANTS 
you to stop eating Pad Thai. 
At his six restaurants in Port- 
land, Oregon, and New York, 
there’s no “goddamn Pad Thai on the 
menu,” he says, “because if we had it, peo- 
ple would order it. I’m selling the shit out 
of Da Chom’s Laap Meuang [a spicy pork 
salad]. I'm selling the buggery out of Sai 
Ua Samun Phrai [a traditional Thai sau- 


Ricker mans 
the pass at 
Pok Pok N 





sage]. People are adventurous - they're 
yearning for the real shit.” Earlier this year, 
The New York Times likened the opening of 
Pok Pok Ny, his new Brooklyn outpost, to 
Beatlemania. That the real Thai shit — spe- 
cifically, the food of northern Thailand — is 
being popularized in the U.S. by a burly, 
tattooed white guy is an irony not lost on 


Ricker, an intense and thoughtful 48-year- 
old. When he opened the original Pok Pok 
in the garage of his Portland house, there 
was a rumor that he had a Thai wife. It 
seemed the only explanation for how he 
could be cooking such real-deal Thai food. 

Ricker first visited Thailand in 1988 as 
a backpacker, taking odd jobs to support 
his itinerant wanderlust. Hed worked in 
restaurants since he was 16, but on that 
visit, he paid more attention to 
girls and partying. Bohemian- 
ism is in his blood: His parents 
were hippie musicians, and for 
years playing in bands com- 
peted with cooking for Ricker. 
He plays guitar and bass, and 
joyfully recalls the peak of his 
music career: “A 16-year-old 
asked me to sign her bra. I was 
like, ‘Fuck, this is awesome! 
But I’m not gonna do it.’ Six- 
teen will get you 20.” 

The Portland Pok Pok is 
a casual, ramshackle joint 
down the street from one of 
the city’s top recording stu- 
dios, so musicians are fre- 
quent customers: Peter Buck, 
M. Ward, Yo La Tengo, “And 
what's that band that sings, ‘It 
was all yellow’? Coldplay?” But 
for Ricker, the most exciting guest wasn't 
Coldplay or Harrison Ford (he came three 
consecutive nights), but a visit from the 
spooky, elusive cult singer Jandek, who ar- 
rived with Sonic Youth’s Thurston Moore. 
“Harrison Ford, I don’t give a shit — but 
Jandek! And I wasn’t there that night,” he 
adds glumly. “That sucks.” ros TANNENBAUM 





Writers, Rockers Rally for Obama 
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With their new 90 Days, 90 Reasons project (QOdays90rea- 
SONS.COM), DAVE EGGERS and DEATH CAB FOR CUTIE manager 
Jordan Kurland have recruited 90 big names - including 
ROGER EBERT, ARCADE FIRE’S WIN BUTLER and RUSSELL SIMMONS 
- to write essays supporting President Obama's re-election 
bid. Anew essay will be posted every day between now and 
election day. Says Death Cab’s BEN GIBBARD, who penned 
the first of the series, “People who still haven't decided will 
see this mosaic of why we need to re-elect Barack Obama.” 










Fallon 


INFLUENCES = 


ENOUGH WITH 
THE BRUCE, 
ALREADY 


Sure, OK, Gaslight Anthem 
love Springsteen. But he’s 
not their only inspiration 


Everything Gaslight Anthem frontman 
Brian Fallon has ever read about 

his band has one thing in common: 
Bruce Springsteen. True, Fallon has 
spent a /ot of time listening to his 
fellow working-class New Jersey 
poet. And, yes, he’s shared a few 
stages with Springsteen. And, OK, 
some of the Gaslight Anthem’s music 
is pretty damn Bruce-y. But! It's not 
like Springsteen is the only influence 
Fallon and crew have ever had. Taking 
a stand against too-easy compari- 
sons, we asked the frontman about 
the other rockers in his personal 
pantheon. ANDY GREENE 


JOE STRUMMER 

“He was the guy that 
taught me everything 
about being in a rock 
& roll band. You don’t 
have to follow rules 
and chase hits. You 
can be a punk rocker and have the 
blues at the same time.” 


PAUL WESTERBERG “The Replace- 
ments are an influence on what to do, 
and what not to do at all. | watched 
them go from writing these amaz- 
ing, heartfelt songs to writing songs 
that were almost lashing out against 
themselves.” 


TOM WAITS "I discovered him when 
| was 17 - | just happened to buy 
Rain Dogs. | was like, ‘Listen to 
this guy sing. It’s awful, but it’s 
50 good!’” 


BOB DYLAN “| crew up in the 
Eighties - it was 
all hair metal. 
Then, when | 
was 11, | heard 
‘Just Like a 
Woman.’ | was 
like, ‘| could do 
that." 
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customized by Linkin Park 


The Honda Civic Tour is back. Linkin Park and Incubus are co-headlining, and they're bringing 
Mute Math along for the ride. Get your tickets now and enter the sweepstakes for a chance to win the 
Linkin Park-customized Civic Si. Visit facebook.com/hondacivictour for all the info. 


= FOUR DATES * 


AUGUST 11 BRISTOW, VA AUGUST 15 WANTAGH, NY AUGUST 21 DETROIT, Ml AUGUST 25 INDIANAPOLIS, IN AUGUST 30 DENVER, CO SEPTEMBER 8 LOS ANGELES, CA 
AUGUST 12 UNCASVILLE, CT AUGUST 17 CAMDEN, NJ AUGUST 22 CINCINNATI, OH AUGUST 27 DALLAS, TX SEPTEMBER 5 TACOMA, WA SEPTEMBER 10 SAN DIEGO, CA 
AUGUST 14 BOSTON, MA AUGUST 19 ATLANTA, GA AUGUST 24 CHICAGO. IL AUGUST 28 HOUSTON, TX SEPTEMBER 7 MOUNTAIN VIEW. CA 


NO PURCHASE OR PAYMENT OF ANY KIND IS NECESSARY TO ENTER OR WIN. A PURCHASE WILL NOT INCREASE YOUR CHANCES OF WINNING. Sweepstakes begins 
at 10:00:00 a.m. Eastern Time (“ET") on 7/12/12 and ends at 11:59:59 p.m. ET on tt/30/12. To enter, you must be a legal resident of the 48 contiguous United States or D,C., be 18 or older at the time of entry 
and be a licensed driver. To enter, either 1) visit www.hondacivictour.com ( Website”) and complete entry form; 2) find an official Sweepstakes entry kiosk at each Honda Civic Tour concert site and complete 
entry; or 3) text the key word LPCIVIC to the shortcode 20793 using a mobile phone, Entrants will receive a bounceback message containing a link to the entry page at Website, Standard messaging 
rates may apply. Sce carricr for details. All online and text message entries must be received by 8:59:59 p.m. PT/i1:59:59 p.m. ET on November 30, 2072. Visit Website for concert schedule. There is a limit 
of one entry per person and per email address/mobile phone number via any method of entry. Odds of winning depend on number of eligible entries received, Void in all areas outside of the contiguous 
48 United States and D.C., and where prohibited by law. Prize: The 2012 Honda Civic Si Coupe customized and autographed by members of the band Linkin Park. ARV: $45,185. Sponsor: American 
Honda Motor Co., Inc., 1919 Torrance Boulevard, Torrance, CA goso1. See official rules at hondacivictour.com for complete prize descriptions and full details. ©2012 American Honda Motor Co., Inc 








READY TO 
RUMBLE 
Tyson preps in 
his Broadway 
dressing room. 





Mike Tyson Takes Broadway 


Working with Spike Lee, the former 
champ turns his painful life into 
powerful theater By Jonah Weiner 


HIS MORNING, MIKE TYSON 
arose at 8 a.m. and had his cus- 
tomary breakfast: oatmeal, 
Cheerios, almond milk. Last 

night, he had his usual dinner: spinach, 

broccoli, rice. “Before [ was a vegan, | 
ate garbage,” he says, sitting in a hotel 
room in downtown Manhattan, shak- 

ing his head. “After a fight, I'd eat like a 

pig: splits, doughnuts, steak, toxins, poi- 

son, anything, grab it.” Tyson is in New 

York for his one-man Broadway show, The 

Undisputed Truth: a captivating, off-kilter 

chronicle ofa life spent trying — and, more 

often than not, spectacularly failing - to 

keep his outsize appetites in check. “I'm a 

gorger,” he says. 

Wearing jeans and a light-blue T-shirt, 
Tyson rubs his biceps softly, looking as be- 
atific as a man with a tribal-warrior tat- 
too covering half his face can look. But 
even discussing veganism, Tyson can show 
glints of the volatility that made this for- 
mer Brownsville, Brooklyn, stickup kid 
such a ferocious fighter. “You hear from 
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some people — what do they call it? Rabbit 
food? Fag food?" he says. For a moment, his 
eyes go blank. “I will kick somebody's ass 
ifthey keep talking some ‘fag food’ shit.” 
Many somebodies get their asses kicked 
in The Undisputed Truth, which began 
life last spring as a glitzy Vegas produc- 
tion before Spike Lee signed on to di- 
rect a stripped-down New York version. 
“When it comes to talking about himself, 
Mike's the most honest person 
I've ever met,” says Lee. “Highs, 


a Marlboro Red lighting up, because I'd 
smoke cocaine in Marlboros.” 

While in New York, Tyson has been 
traveling to Brooklyn, where he still 
houses trained pigeons in Bushwick. “1 
go a couple times a week,” he says ten- 
derly. The whiplash extremes of Tyson's 
gentleness and viciousness animate the 
show, Which swerves from grogs-out com- 
edy to somber tear-jerker mode with- 
out warning. Nowhere is Tyson 
more pained than when dis- 


p _ *Mike’ ; ger ; 
lows = he doesn't care.” Over Pes lea cussing his children. “I wasn't 
two hours, Tyson works a bare erson I’ve the greatest father,” he tells me, 
stage in a dark suit, reminis- P t noting that he’s been known to 
cing about his youth, his divorce Sik met, are text his kids and make surpris- 
from Robin Givens, his 1992 Spi e Lee. He ing, hurtful errors; “They go, 
rape conviction, his cocaine ad- doesn tcare. ‘Dad, that's not how you spell 


diction and the countless beat- 
downs he administered inside the ring 
and out, ‘Tyson characterizes himself as a 
natural raconteur with eons of crazy tales 
to share: “People come over, I tell stories 
about what I know, what I've learned.” 
Onstage, Tyson bellows, “I love me some 
cocaine!” So is he afraid of backsliding? 
“Any moment — it’s always a struggle,” he 
says. “When I fuck up, I really fuck up. 


Anything could trigger it: the sound of 





my name!’ I'm like, ‘Fuck, these 
are college-educated kids, and I'm adumb 
fucking nigger.” 

After New York, the show will travel the 
world, Tyson says: “Singapore, England, 
Australia, New Zealand, | think South 
Africa.” He's already plotting ways to up 
his showmanship. “It may scem weird or 
wimpy,” he says, “but [ want to have some 
quick dance acts in there. Td love to sing, 
but I can't. Maybe I'll get the guts one day.” 





Photograph by Lont GRINKER 
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The Funniest, Saddest 
Stand-Up Set of 2012 


EET How Tig Notaro totally 
blew Louis C.K.'s mind by turning 
personal tragedy into comic gold 


FTER COMIC TIG NOTARO GOT 
a standing ovation for her Au- 
gust 3rd set in L.A., Ed Helms 
tweeted, “Tig Notaro just blew 
my mind at Largo, One of the most amaz- 
ing stand-up sets I've ever seen.” The next 
day, Louis C.K. chimed in: 
“[In] 27 years doing this, 
I've seen a handful of truly 
great, masterful stand-up 
sets. One was Tig Notaro 
last night.” 
With absurdist jokes and 
a dry Mitch Hedberg-y de- 
livery, Notaro has earned a 
rep as a comedian’s comedi- 
an. But recently, she has suf- 
fered a devastating string of 
unfunny events: pneumonia 
turned into a bacterial infection, sending 
her to the hospital. Her mother died. She 
and her girlfriend broke up. This Amer- 
ican Life host Ira Glass asked Notaro to 
appear on the show, suggesting that she 
would be great at transforming her per- 
sonal tragedies into killer comedy. She was 
skeptical but started carrying her com- 
puter with her everywhere to record her 























Rock Stars’ Fave Cheapo Ax 


| GEAR | As a young guitarist, the Black Keys’ DAN AUERBACH Searched 
for the thick, bass-y tone of his blues heroes. He found it in 
a 1960s red Heath Harmony H78 he's been playing for a decade. “The 
pickups are magic,” he says. Chicago-based Harmony sold millions of 
budget guitars through places like Sears before closing in 1976. Now, 
they're the choice axes for everyone from St. Vincent's ANNIE CLARK to 
Alabama Shakes frontwoman BRITTANY HOWARD. “It’s not 
as fast as my Gibson SG,” says Howard, “but it has a hell 


of a lot more tone.” 


August 30, 2012 





thoughts. “I didn’t want it to be like how 
I handle my stand-up normally,” Notaro 
says. “I would write ‘tube socks’ on a nap- 
kin, and then I would lose the napkin,” 

Just before she was about to try out her 
new material at the Largo, Notaro got 
awful news: She has cancer in both breasts, 
and it has spread to her lymph nodes. “The 
night of the show, I was in the shower when 
my brain popped out, ‘What if you went 
onstage and waved at ey- 
erybody and said, “Hi, I was 
just diagnosed with cancer, 
thank you so much for com- 
ing!’ My brain was like, "You 
have to do that.” 

Word of Notaro’s triumph 
spread that night via Twitter 
and blogs. “When I turned 
on my phone, there were 
10 million voicemails. I had 
multiple book-deal offers. I 
was so confused over what 
had happened while I was asleep.” 

Notaro has sent the audio of her al- 
ready legendary set to This American Life: 
“Hopefully Ira will use some of it.” She's 
getting surgery and then continuing treat- 
ment in New York, where she’s moving to 
work as a writer on Amy Schumer's up- 
coming series. “And I've got a feeling I'm 


going to be writing a book.” —_ cavin eowarps 
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QUESTION: | just moved intoa 
semirough neighborhood and was 
psyched to learn that my land- 
lord sells weed. | was even more 
psyched when my scary neighbor 
started to undercut him on price - 
until | realized the stuff | was buying 
was stolen - from my /andiord. Now 
I've stupidly told my landlord ev- 
erything, and I’m worried my neigh- 
bor’s going to kill me for being a 
snitch. What the fuck do! do? 

-Jeff, New Jersey 


ANSWER: This one’s easy, Lift up your 
right leg and put it in front of your 
left leg. Then lift up your left leg and 
put it in front of your right leg. Re- 
peat as fast as you fucking can, until 
you're very far away. Then use the 
dough you saved on the cheap weed 
for plastic surgery. Good luck. 


QUESTION: My friend takes a shit in 
the ocean whenever we go surfing, 
even though he knows | find it dis- 
gusting. How can | get him to stop? 
-~Megan, California 


ANSWER: Let's face it, we've all 
dropped a sea biscuit. But it’s usually 
an emergency situation. If your mate's 
doing it every time you get in the 
water, he’s obviously winding you up. 
So wait until a day when you've had a 
heavy, boozy lunch, swim out in front 
of him, then open your torpedo hatch 
and fire away. With any luck, he'll get 
shit-slapped, right in the chops. If that 
doesn't teach him, nothing will. 


QUESTION: I’ma 15-year-old virgin 
and have what appears to be acne 
on my penis. For the love of God, 
please tell me this is normal. 

-Corey, Ohio 


ANSWER: | was trying to eat when 
tread this question, and now I'm 
thinking about teenage mutant 
pus-filled dick pimples, so thanks 

very fucking much for sharing. Yes, 

acne on your one-armed bandit is nor- 
mal at your age (your dick’s covered 
in skin, in case you hadn't no- 
ticed). And yes, it'll get better: 
If it doesn’t, go to. a doctor who 
ain't called Ozzy. 
AS TOLD TO CHRIS AYRES 
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Dave 


Matthews 


On DMB’s wild new album, 
wanting to pop some Adderall 
and why AC/DC kick ass 


AVE MATTHEWS BAND TOOK 
most of 2011 off, but their 
frontman spent more time 
hanging out than writing 

new songs. So Matthews consid- 

ered cobbling together an album 
from some old unfinished materi- 
al. “Then I decided I didn’t want 

to do that,” says the singer, 45. 

Instead, this year, DMB hit the 

studio with Steve Lillywhite - 

who produced 1994's Under the 

Table and Dreaming and 1996's 

Crash — and cut Away From the 

World (due out September 1th), 

their strongest album in years. 

Newly written highlights range 

from the Al Green-inspired “If 

Only” to the trippy, 10-minute epic 

“Drunken Soldier.” Matthews checks in from 

Virginia, where he spends summers with his 

family. “I'm still desperate to try and make 

something beautiful and not redo what I've 
done in the past,” Matthews says. “It’s good 
work, but it’s not easy for me.” 


Your violin player, Boyd Tinsley, told me this 
album feels like the old days. Do you agree? 

I'm not sure Boyd and I live on the same 
planet. Nowadays, I have to dig a lot harder 
when I'm writing. I’m more critical. There's a 
freedom to being young that is harder to come 
by as time goes on. I try to justify what we do 
with our lives, and that question becomes more 
difficult to answer. And I don't have enough 
time to be as drug- and alcohol-soaked as I did 
15 years ago. 

Do you still do any drugs? 

Some of the new pharmaceuticals out there 
would help me focus, but I haven't used any. 
What's the one, Adderall? Everyone talks about 
how it gets you so focused. That sounds good. I 
got too much shit to do. I've had too much cof- 
fee, though. I have to stop it. How can I ever go 
to sleep again? 

How do you get your brain working so you can 
write songs? 

I take it too far sometimes. When ! listen to 
my favorite songwriters, they have such simple 
melodies and chords. I occasionally manage to 
stop at the right time, but all too often I keep 
on going until I have way too many notes and 
words. But that’s just what I do. 
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You talk a lot about future generations on this album. 
Why is that? 

I like the image of a sort of torn-up soul trying to 
give advice to his kids or whoever. My daughters and I 
were watching a documentary on Yellowstone, which 
talked about how the volcano erupted 600,000 years 
ago and covered a third of North America in ash. My 
daughter said, “Would that kill us?” I said, “There’s a 
far greater chance human beings won't survive long 

enough to see the next time it erupts.” 
What about the future of the band? Where do you see 
DMB going from here? 
I don't know. There are two sides to every- 
thing. I feed this beast that I'm part of, and 
in some way I worry that it loses legiti- 
macy. Then there's the other part of 
me that says I’m really lucky to be 
part of something that turns a lot 
of people on and still turns us on. 
One of your fan sites made an 
app that tracks your set lists 
in real time. How do you feel 
about your hardcore fans? 

It makes it harder for us to 
get any new fans. People are 
like, “I don’t want to be part 
of that!” There's certainly an 
obsessed core, and I have to 
be grateful. But I don’t pay any 

attention. I'm a bit of a cave- 
man —I don’t go out into the digi- 
tal space very often. I lie facedown 
on the grass and count how many bugs I 
can find. 
It's been four years since your saxophon- 
ist LeRoi Moore died. Do you still think of 
him when you're onstage? 
He was a great friend of mine, so I don't 
think T'll ever get over that. I don't think 
I'm going to stop having his presence in 
my heart, 
You played some rallies for Obama 
in 2008. Are you supporting him this 
time around? 

I think so. I saw a bumper sticker 
that had his name and a peace sign on 
it. I was like, “What does that mean?” 
He's kicked more ass around the world 
than most presidents I can think of! 
There’s a lot I wish he had done differ- 
ently. When people accuse him of being 
a socialist, I'm like, “Who?” I'm a rag- 
ing, pink-hatted, flailing-arms liberal. I 
don't necessarily support all of Obama's 
actions — but he’s closer to me than that 
other fellow is. 

What's the last song you want to hear 
before you leave this Earth? 

[ don't care what it is as long as it’s 
AC/DC. 1 fucking love them — you know, 
Jesus Christ. If I'm about to die, I hope 
1 have a needle sticking out of my arm 

and, like, two powdered doughnuts up 
my nose and half a bottle of whiskey. 
Either that, or I'll be really clear and I'll 
be surrounded by everybody that I love. 

One of the two. ®@ 
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ON THE ROAD 
Ricky Gervais and 
Jerry Seinfeld take 
a joy ride. 








Tho Mich of Nothing 


OU CAN THINK OF 
Jerry Seinfeld and 
Breaking Bad as com- 

peting myths of American 

manhood. In the Walter White 
version, you get a death sen- 
tence —aterminal disease, with 


Comedians in Cars 
Getting Coffee 


comediansincarsgettingcoffee,com 
just a short time to live. What 
do you do with your last shot? 
You become as evil and violent 
and corrupt as you ever could 
have feared, but you also be- 
come master of your domain - 
and you like it, 

And then there’s the Jerry 
Seinfeld version. In this time- 
line, you reach the same pla- 
teau, dragging around the same 
bile and neurosis, except you get 
the opposite diagnosis: an end- 
less future of infinite possibil- 
ity. You achieve all the success 
you ever craved. You can retire, 
have kids, collect vintage cars. 
You can do whatever you want, 
forever. So you do nothing, 





Jerry got a life sentence of 


nothing with Seinfeld, and 
he’s still doing the time, as he 
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shows on his new Web series, 
Comedians in Cars Getting Cof- 


Jee. Seinfeld is around the same 


age as Walt White, but you can't 
imagine him spelling out his 
age with bacon fora laugh. Walt 
got a death warrant and feels 
born again; Jerry got a lifetime 
pass and feels bored. Which fate 
is tougher? 

It’s baffling that nearly 15 
years after Jerry pulled the plug 
on Seinfeld, at the height of its 
success, he still hasn't figured 
out his Plan B. People still ob- 
sess over the continuing agony 
of Jerry Seinfeld. People love to 
fantasize: What's it like to hit 
that kind of success, walk away 
from it while you're on top, and 
then struggle to come up with 
an encore? How do you com- 
pete with the legacy of Sein- 


feld? And what the hell do you 


do all day? 

Jerry wonders about that too. 
So he makes a clever joke out of 
it with Comedians in Cars Get- 
ting Coffee. He's gone for the 
hipster cred of online video, 
taking a low-budget approach. 
In each episode, he picks up a 
famous comedian in one of his 
vintage cars, then they go for 
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PD D Chaffial- 
By Rob Sheffield 


some coffee and talk shop. He 
picks up Larry David in a 1952 
Volkswagen bug, and Ricky 
Gervais gets a 1967 Austin- 
Healey, That's the whole con- 
cept. The simplicity of it raises 
the question: Why is Jerry 
doing this? It looks like Jerry 
has the same question, which 
makes Comedians in Cars com- 
pelling on an emotional level, 
as well as a pleasant hang with 


st 





How the We 


Hell on Wheels 
Sundays, 9 p.m., AMC 
lf you're the kind of 
Deadwood fan who 
hoped Luck would get 
a better break (fact 
Horses always Gash 
your dreams), you can 
take heart in the return 
of Hell on Wheels, It 
goes back to the brutal 
poetry of the Old West, 
when men Were men 
and killing one another was what 
they did best. AMC's excellent 
Western noir built up steam all 
through its first season, with good 
guys and bad guys teaming up to 








famous dudes. It has a “Ladies 
Who Lunch’ feel. Nobody has 
to be there; nobody needs the 
exposure. They probably don’t 
even need the coffee. They drive 
around. They havea pretty good 
time. They wonder why this is 
all happening. 

The fact that Jerry is still 
funny might be the weirdest 
part of his profoundly weird 
afterlife. Larry David is right 
when he tells Jerry that with 
Comedians in Cars, he “finally 
has done the show about noth- 
ing” that Seinfeld aspired to 
be. But it’s a different kind of 
nothing, because there real- 
ly is something at stake here. 
Every scene is haunted by the 
questions any adult male asks 
about his life: Did I make the 
wrong decision? Could my life 
have gone in another direction? 
How much time have I wasted? 
Did I blow it? 

And ultimately, that seems 
to be why people are still so fas- 
cinated with Seinfeld — we ask 
these questions about his life, 
because it distracts us from 
asking these questions about 
our lives. And somehow it’s 
touching that Seinfeld — de- 
spite his 46 or so Porsches and 
his $32 million mansion — has 
the same doubts. So Comedi- 
ans in Cars is not anything as 
banal as Jerry Seinfeld need- 
ing to prove he’s still got it, 
or anything as simple as him 
needing to get off the couch, It’s 
just the need to do something. 
Because sometimes nothing 
isn't enough. irs) 


ty 
Was Won 
construct a transconti 
nental railroad, it's the 
aftermath of the Civi! 
War, and with former 
soldiers and former 
slaves sweating it out 
together, the air is full 
of grudges waiting 
to explode. Hell on 
Wheels has a deep 
bench of fascinat- 
ng cranks: workers, 
bosses, hookers 
preachers, robbers 
tattooed ladies. Anson Mount 
keeps getting darker as the 
antihero Cullen Bohannon - and 
Virginia Madsen is on the way, 
which can only be good news. ks. 
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FALL MUSIC 


From Bob Dylan to Ke$ha, 24 records that will rock you in 2012 


Drummer Tré Cool, 
Armstrong, bassist 
Mike Dirnt and 
guitarist Jason White 
(from left) in 
Tarzana, California 


Green Day... 


“The big-Marshall-amp thing is over - I’ve done it for 20 years,” Billie Joe 
Armstrong says of the power-pop punch and jangle on /Uno’, the first of 
Green Day’s three new albums (the second, iDos/, is due November 13th). 
“We wanted to get into early AC/DC and Cheap Trick.” The singer-guitarist 
| we] itemaa al diarem-|eleleimeliaicw-lel-]]s Mam al-Me(-s\e1g] ol-manl-Mte) tle lme) aM] o/s esa bs 
“feeling like your heart is on fire. On the second record, you start los- 
| ing control.” By /7ré!, which arrives in January, “your heart will feel like a 
flamethrower. It gets really hot.” DAVID FRICKE 
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G.0.0.D. Music 
CRUEL SUMMER 


KANYE WEST AND A DREAM 
team of his G.O.O.D. Music 
signees — including Common, 
Q-Tip, Pusha T and Kid Cudi - 
crafted this album to accompa- 
ny asurreal short film that West 
premiered at Cannes. They've 
released two speaker-busting 
singles so far, but only Kanye 
knows what the final product 
will sound like. Says Pusha, “It 
wouldn't be right ifthe element 
of surprise wasn't there for ev- 
erybody except him.” 


Animal Collective 


CENTIPEDEHZ 

THE PSYCHEDELIC INDIE 
kings get seriously weird on 
the follow-up to 2009's Merri- 
weather Post Pavilion — juxta- 
posing distorted guitars with 
manic digital beats on stand- 
out tracks including “Rosie 
Oh.” Says multi-instrumental- 
ist Noah Lennox, a.k.a. Panda 
Bear, “We were thinking what 
analien band might sound like.” 


Matchbox Twenty 
NORTH 

“YOU CAN'T HEAD INTO YOUR 
forties and not have baggage,” 
says frontman Rob Thomas. 
“Thankfully, we have a built- 
in release for it.” The pop-rock 
hitmakers’ first new LP ina 
decade is packed with U2-ish 
anthems and uptempo elec- 
tro jams. Adds Thomas, “The 
whole album just sounds like 
something fun to play in front 
of a lot of people in an arena.” 
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Bob Dylan — 


TEMPEST 9/11 a 


Dylan’s 35th studio LP - cut 
with his touring band in Jack- 
son Browne’s Santa Monica 
studio - is a dark, bluesy 
affair, with standout tracks 








XY 

Cat Power 

SUN 

FOR HER FIRST ORIGINAL 
LP since 2006, Chan Marshall 
ditched the country arrange- 
ments of her past two releases 
in favor of synths and drum 
machines — and lyrics about 
violence and troubled relation- 
ships. “When I was in my twen- 
ties, I was very defensive,” she 
says. “But I’m 40 now, and I’m 


much more aware of my re- 
sponsibility to my well-being.” 


The Avett 


Brothers 
THE CARPENTER 


SINGER SCOTT AVETT CITES 
Soundgarden and Nirvana as 
key influences on the North 
Carolina indie-folk act’s heavy 
new disc, recorded with pro- 
ducer Rick Rubin. “Before the 
Avett Brothers, we were in a 
loud band,” says Avett. “So it’s 
a return to that moment.” 


St. Vincent and 
David Byrne 
LOVE THIS GIANT 


“IT TOOK A WHILE TO FIND 
out how to work together, but 
this was really collaborative 


Tatellereliavemant-Melce) a llale My le) ibe 
burner “Pay in Blood” and the 
ey aalieic-Mald(-Mac-loLemr-lelele)s 
the Titanic disaster. “People 
are going to say, ‘Well, it’s not 
very truthful,’” Dylan recently 
told Rottine Stone. “Buta 
Yeolalen galt-)mmelel-jimmet-[¢-M-lelel iyi 
what’s truthful. What he cares 
about is what should’ve hap- 


pened.” 


writing,” ex-Talking Heads 
singer Byrne says of his LP 
with indie shredder Annie 
Clark (a.k.a. St. Vincent). They 
trade vocals over the set’s horn- 
centered tracks, with plenty 
of what Clark calls “strange, 
proggy, Robert Fripp-y guitar.” 
Adds Clark, “David and I look at 
songs almost like little puzzles.” 


ANDY GREENE 





r re 

Phe Killers 

BATTLE BORN 

“WE ALWAYS SAY WE'RE 
going to let there be more 
space,” says Killers frontman 
Brandon Flowers. Instead, 
their fourth album - which 
they spent an arduous year re- 
cording in their Las Vegas stu- 


Dave Matthews Band AWAY FROM THE WORLD 
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Drummer Carter 
Beauford and 
thews in Seattle 


om 


“Ain't it funny how time 
slips away/Looking at the 
cracks creeping across my 
face,” Dave Matthews sings 
on “The Riff,” a key track 
from DMB’s eighth studio 
set. Midlife reflection domi- 
nates the new material that 
the band cut in Seattle with 
producer Steve Lillywhite, 
the man behind DMB clas- 
sics such as 1996’s Crash. 
“It was great to get back in 
a room with him, now that 
we’re old bastards,” Mat- 
thews says. “He captures 
the way we sound with 

less effort than a lot of 
people.” 


PATRICK DOYLE 


a 


Dylan in 
France 


dio - is bigger than ever on 
glammed-up guitars, digitally 
delayed drums and over-the- 
top vocals. “It’s taken longer,” 
adds Flowers. “But it’s going to 
be better.” 


. . 
Grizzly Bear 
SHIELDS 
“WE TOOK THE SAME AP- 
proach that we've taken with 
every album: Leave New York 
City,” bassist-producer Chris 
Taylor says of the Brooklyn 
crew's strategy for following 
up 2009's Veckatimest. Escap- 
ing the urban grid for Texas and 
Cape Cod, they cut 10 tunes in 
which anxious riffs and clatter- 
ing rhythms give way to dream- 
ier vistas. For the first time, 
singers Daniel Rossen and Ed 
Droste wrote parts for each 
other: “It was a new vibe,” says 
Droste, “which was fun.” 


Pink 


THE TRUTH ABOUT LOVE 

ON HER SIXTH LP, PINK ONCE 
again turns her emotional 
chaos into turbocharged, take- 
no-prisoners pop gold. “Even in 
my darkest moments, when I’m 
not sure if my life is going to be 
OK, I know that it’s going to be 
fodder for my next record,” she 
says with a laugh. 


Aucust 30, 2012 
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“—.. Mumford 


‘Marcus 
_ Mumford 
in Austin 


& Sons 


BABEL 9/25 


“There is pressure when you’ve 
had a successful record,” says 
Mumford bassist Ted Dwane»The 
folk-rock starsicut the follow-up 
to their smash 2009 debut, Sigh 
No More, over a year and a half 
during breaks from the road. The 
results crank Mumford’s signa- 
ture sound up to 11, with louder 
guitars amping the emotion on 
tracks that they recorded mostly 
live in the studio. Adds Dwane, 
“On the first album, we couldn’t 
have pulled that off.” patrick poyLe 





The Wallflowers 


GLAD ALLOVER 

JAKOB DYLAN HADN’T SPENT 
much time in Nashville before 
this year, when the Wallfowers 
worked for a month at Black 
Keys frontman Dan Auerbach’s 
Easy Eye studio. “I had a hunch 


L.A., we could make music all 
day long,” Dylan says. High- 
lights of the set include the 
jangly jam “Love Is a Coun- 
try” and the single “Reboot the 
Mission,” featuring guitar and 
vocals from Mick Jones. Says 
Dylan, “I wouldn't pretend we 
didn’t chase the Clash’s sound 
on that one.” 


Kendrick Lamar 
GOOD KID, M.A.A.D. CITY 

FORGET “DETOX” - THE HOT- 
test project Dr. Dre is working 
on right now is his new pro- 


that if we got ourselves out of 


Band of Horses 
MIRAGE ROCK 

VETERAN PRODUCER GLYN 
Johns — who helped craft clas- 
sic LPs from Sticky Fingers to 
Who's Neat — joined the indie- 
folk crew in the studio for its 
fourth LP. “He's the most leg- 
endary producer that ever 
walked the Earth,” says front- 
man Ben Bridwell. “I didn’t 
really know how to get over 
it.” Luckily, Bridwell deliv- 


ered some of his prettiest 
melodies yet, on the CSNY- 
influenced two-part saga 
“Dumpster World” and the har- 
mony-drenched ballad “The 
Slow Cruel Hands of Time.” 
Several tunes took form after 
Johns pushed Bridwell to work- 
shop in-progress material in 
solo acoustic form for his band- 
mates. “It was terrifying,” says 
the singer. “But he helped guide 
me into some exciting new tech- 
niques. I’m forever grateful.” 


Carly Rae Jepsen 
KISS 


THE “CANADIAN IDOL” RUN- 
ner-up was already done re- 
cording her second LP when 
her single “Call Me Maybe” un- 
expectedly became a summer 
smash. She decided to start 
over on the disc, bringing in 
pro co-writers like LMFAO’s 
Redfoo. “Right now,” she says, 
“I'm just dreaming up the story 
I want to tell with my music.” 


tégé’s major-label debut. “He 
made me step my game up 10 
times from what I thought I 
had,” says Lamar, whose whip- 
smart rhymes shine on tracks 
like the Dre-featuring sin- 
gle “The Recipe.” For inspira- 
tion, Lamar has been spending 
time in his old neighborhood 
in Compton: “I'm putting my- 
self back in that space where I 
was when nobody was going to 
listen to me. All it was was the 
streets and desperation.” 


Drummer Adtian Youngysinger 
Gwen Stefani, Kanal and guitayist 
Tom Dumont (from lef! 
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No Doubt 


PUSH AND SHOVE 


The creation of No Doubt’s 
first album since 2001 wasn't 
easy - but after four years 
of hard work, they’ve finally 
completed this upbeat set 

of reggae grooves, Eighties- 
style synth-pop jams and 

at least one mega power 
ballad. Then there’s the 

title track, which fluctuates 
wildly between genres and 
tempos. Says bassist Tony 
Kanal, “It’s our ‘Bohemian 
Rhapsody,” DAVID BROWNE 
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John Fogerty 


WROTE ASONG FOR 
EVERYONE 10/9 

THE FORMER CREEDENCE 
Clearwater Revival front- 
man rerecorded classics like 
“Proud Mary” and “Fortunate 
Son” with artists including Foo 
Fighters, My Morning Jack- 
et, Bob Seger, Jennifer Hudson 
and Brad Paisley. “None of these 
duets were phoned in,” Fogerty 
says. “With every one, I've been 
in the studio with the artists. It’s 
the only way I'd let this happen.” 


Neil Young and 


Crazy Horse 
TITLE TBD OCTOGER Fa 


ABOUT A YEAR AGO, YOUNG 
invited his longtime backing 
band out to his home near San 
Francisco. The first batch of 
tunes from the sessions was 
Americana, the set of radical- 
ly rearranged folk standards 
he released in June, After clear- 
ing their collective throat with 
those ragged covers, Crazy 
Horse bore down on a set of 
furious new Young tunes for a 


second album. “Some of them 
started off with just a jam,” 
says guitarist Frank “Poncho” 
Sampedro. “And then, all of a 
sudden, Neil starts singing. It's 
like, ‘Wow - this is a song!"” 


NOVEMBER 


Aerosmith 


MUSIC FROM ANOTHER 
DIMENSION! }1/6 

“WE'VE BEEN HEARING FROM 
fans all these years, “Why don't 
you make a record like the old 
stuff?"” says guitarist Joe Perry. 
For their first all-new album 
since 2001, Aerosmith final- 
ly gave it a shot. Reconven- 
ing in Boston and L.A. with 
Jack Douglas - who produced 
1975's Toys in the Attic and 
1976's Rocks — the band pound- 
ed outaset of riffy rockers. Says 
frontman Steyen Tyler, “They're 
songs about fun and sex.” 


Big Boi 
VICIOUS LIES AND 
DANGEROUS RUMORS }// 15 


BIG BOI'S SECOND SOLO LP 
will surprise anyone who as- 


sumed he just brought the 
street thump to Outkast. “In 
my iPod, I got everything from 
the S.0.S, Band to the Bea- 
tles to Mumford & Sons,” says 
the MC. Vicious Lies reflects 
that eclecticism, with guest 
appearances from electro- 
psych crew Phantogram and 
Swedish R&B act Little Drag- 
on. “I always gravitate toward 
songs with stronger rhythms,” 
says Big Boi. “But if it’s jam- 
ming, it’s jamming.” 


hn 
Soundgarden 

TITLE TBD }\/15 

“IT RE-ESTABLISHES THAT 
we still rock, we're still heavy, 
and we're still a little weird,” 
guitarist Kim Thayil says of the 
grunge gods’ first new album 
since the Nineties. Standout 
tracks like “Blood on the Val- 
ley Floor” showcase the classic 
combo of Thayil's asymmetri- 
cal riffage and frontman Chris 
Cornell's antihero howl, while 
“A Thousand Days Before” gets 
experimental. “That one has 
a little Indian thing and some 
chicken-pickin’,” Thayil says. 
“We call it ‘country & eastern.” 


Ke$ha in 
Nashville 


After months of work at producer Dr. Luke’s Malibu home studio, Ke$ha 

is still tinkering with her second full-length album. The new disc is packed 
with tunes she calls “cock pop” - the Top 40 equivalent of sexually boastful 
hard rock of the Seventies. “| have one song that compares my hoo-ha to 

a golden Pontiac Firebird, in all its majesty,” says the star. “They're equally 
badass.” Touring the world behind smash singles like 2009's “Tik Tok” and 
2010’s “We R Who We R” has taught Ke$ha some life lessons: “I’m trying to 
keep the rock & roll mentality - ‘Let’s destroy shit and party and get laid!’” 
she says. “But | also put the crazy-white-girl rapping aside for a few songs 
and got super-real with my fans.” 
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ALSO RELEASED 


ZZ Top 
La Futura 9) ') 





The xx 
Coexist 9)" 


Wiz Khalifa 
O.N.1.F.C. 9/18 


Corin Tucker Band. 
Kill My Blues 9/18 





Dinosaur Jr. 
| Beton Sky 9/18 


Nelly Furtado 
The Spirit Indestructible 
3/B 








Pete Seeger 
A More Perfect Union 9/25 





Flying Lotus 
Until the Quiet Comes |0/2 


Van Morrison 
Born to Sing: No Plan B 10/2 


Beth Orton 
Sugaring Season!) 2 


Ellie Goulding 
Halcyon !0/ 





Tame impala 
Lonerism 10/9 


Donald Fagen 
Sunken Condos 10/16 


Ben Gibbard 
Former Lives 10/16 





Jamey Johnson 


Livin’ for a Song: A Tribute 
to Hank Cochran 10/16 


Gary Clark Jr. 
Title TBD 10/23 





Paul Banks 
Banks 10/25 


Taylor Swift 
Title TBD October TBD 








Major Lazer 
Free the Universe 11/6 


50 Cent 
Street King Immortal 11/15 


Paloma Faith 
Fall to Grace 11/27 





Reporting by David Browne, 

Matt Diehl, Patrick Doyle, Gavin 
Edwards, Andy Greene, David 
Peisner, Austin Scaggs, Simon 
Vozick-Levinson and Jonah Weiner. 





Album information and dates 
confirmed as of press time. 
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YOU'RE NOT YOU WHEN YOU'RE HUNGRY. 


16) Rotate To Satisfy 








YOU KEPT MAKING MUSIC, 
EVEN WHEN NO ONE 
BELIEVED IN YOU. 


YOUR MOM. 
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“She’s such a nightmare. Her career is over. She’s been so horrible to Gaga.” —Elton John on Madonna 
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JUST A Gitte ea ty 


She's 42? 
Gwen Stefani 
rocked a 
circa-1996 
bikini bod in 
Miami. 
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Godfather / 4a / 


ddie Vedder got the surprise of his 
uly 31st at his solo gig at London’s 
Hammersmith Apollo when his 
childhood hero Roger Daltrey wa 
onstage to duet on Who cuts “Blue, 
Red and Grey” and “Naked Eye.” “He 
does a great ‘Love Reign O’er Me’ with 
Pearl Jam,” Daltrey has said. “And that ‘ 
is a bitch of a song to ging.” a ae for 


ON DACURB, + So we ee 
50 Cent put safety ; ’ John Mayer 
first on a joy ride hit the town 
» through West : ; with new 
Hollywood. re 9 : flame Katy 
AYN 4 Perry in L.A. 
Way to keep 
a low profile, 
bro! 2 


THIS CHARMING MAN Morrissey 
railed against the “blustering 
jingoism” of the Olympics before a 


gig in England. 
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Lollapalooza’s Wet, 


Wild 21st Birthday 


Even an electrical storm and temporary evacuation 
couldn't stop Lollapalooza from assembling its 
heaviest lineup since 94. Jack White, the Black Keys 
Red Hot Chili Peppers and Black Sabbath flattened 
Chicago’s Grant Park with gigantic riffs. “You're not 
stuck in the desert or a cornfield like most festivals,” 


S h ys’ Patrick Carney. “It feels like home.” ; 
said the Keys’ Patrick Carney. “It feels like home eweat life. 


y. a % y ] ’ 


& 


» CAT POWER 
»Die Antwoord 
Bills} slelacczel 


t Jost hi 
Chicago b 

heaven during the 

Black Keys’ set. 


shower- 
curtain chic. 


JACK THE 
RIPPER 

Jack White 
blasted through 
a set of new solo 
jams and White 
Stripes classics. 





good state 





better state 


State Farm Nation® is happy to help you rock out at the hottest music festivals. 
‘Like’ us on Facebook for chances to win tickets or see how we can connect at the show. 
Get to a better State”. Get to the show. 


Se State Farm’ 




















Jalo[(-m'(olel mre] 0laleliceler 


It’s like a concert in your ears. 

Tela eM siel(einreleM\isslelitli-Malcielelolslelsl-sMel-Be -\(eis\-leRel@ellieclisliare| 
felUleifele)all(--MelsleM-ialelisl=1-1(-10 Be] mols: jeMM =le|(els(e-leB-lolllale Ml -lellelsleicie| 
relisslelivii-Mi-lojalale](ole\As-jsiceleltlel-lBitle)i|-Baslel jee Balvlelslelgelale, 
astounding bass, So now the concert goes wherever you go 
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THE ROLLING STONES 


A definitive bluffer’s guide to the World’s Greatest Rock & Roll Band. By Rob Sheffield 








HERE ARE ROUGHLY A 

| million Rolling Stones 

albums, and almost 

all of them have songs that 

will drastically improve your 

life. (Some of them also have 

“Angie.”) Where to start? 

Where to go after the classics? 

Here's a road map of the good, 
the great and the “Angie.” 





Beggars Banquet 1968 
In atime of psychedelic excess, 
the Stones strip down with 
their most hardass songs, 

Key Track: “Sympathy for 

the Devil,” which sums up 

the collapse of Western 
civilization with demented 
“hoo hoo” chants and congas. 
Best Mick Moment: “Stray 
Cat Blues,” where he mixes up 
lust, cruelty and compassion. 
But mostly lust. 

Brian's Swan Song: This was 
Brian Jones’ last full album 
with the band. His slide guitar 
on “No Expectations” may be 
his saddest moment. 





Let It Bleed 7969 

The Stones luxuriate in 
darkness and dread, as if they 
always knew flower power was 
a scam. If you're taking just 
one Stones album to that moon 
colony, let it be this. 

Key Track: “Gimme Shelter,” a 
portrait of Sixties turmoil that 
Keith wrote in 20 minutes. 
Best Mick Moment: His 
crazed whoops on “Let It 
Bleed,” dripping bodily fluids 
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all over Charlie Watts’ drums. 
Honky Tonk Man: “You Got 
the Silver” was Keith's first 
lead vocal on a Stones LP. 





Sticky Fingers 7977 

The Stones’ most downbeat, 
druggy album, with new 
guitarist Mick Taylor stretching 
into jazz and country. 

Key Track: “Brown Sugar” 
was the big hit, but “Sway” is 
one of the band’s spookiest 
pro-evil anthems. 

Best Keith Moment: His 
guitar battle with Taylor 
throughout “Bitch.” 

Pantsed: Andy Warhol 
designed the infamous crotch- 
and-zipper cover, 








Exile on Main Street 1972 
A double-vinyl outlaw 
manifesto with lots of speed 





GLIMMER 
TWINS Mick 
Jagger and 
Keith Richards 
in 1968 


(musical as well as chemical) 
and rustic blues beauty, 
Basically everyone's favorite | 
Stones album, 

Key Track: “Sweet Virginia,” 
which starts off like a goof but 
turns surprisingly soulful. 
Best Mick Moment: His 
screed on “Rocks Off: “I'm 
zipping through the days at 
lightning speed/Plug in flush 
out and fight and fuck and 
feed.” 

Junkie Genius: Keith once 
boasted, “While I was a 
junkie, I learned to skiand 
made Exile on Main Street.” 


MERELY 
GREAT 


"i yA 

ua S 

Aftermath 1966 

The Glimmer Twins arrive as 
genius songwriters, raising the 
ante on Dylan and the Beatles 
with their first full album of 
original tunes, 

Key Track: “Paint It Black,” a 
grown-up death drone driven 


by Jones’ sitar. 

Best Mick Moment: “Under 
My Thumb” is the ultimate 
rock & roll sneer, all jaded 
sarcasm and comic bravado. 
Friendly Jab: The Beatles 
considered calling their next 
LP After Geography as a 
joking tribute to Aftermath. 





Between the Buttons 
1967 

The Stones’ most Sixties- 
sounding album, with Jones 
showing off how many exotic 
instruments he can add to the 
Mick-and-Keith harmonies. 
Key Track: “Something 


| Happened to Me Yesterday,” 


an old-time music-hall ditty 
about an acid trip, 

Best Mick Moment: The 
slobbering lust of “My 
Obsession,” 

Blowing Brian’s Mind: Brian 
Wilson dropped by the studio 
when they were making this; 
he thought “My Obsession” 
was the greatest rock & roll 


| song he'd ever heard. 


oy? 


ae 


a5 aa) 
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Some Girls 1978 

The band's all-time bestseller. 
It put the Stones back on top, 
with Mick dishing about the 
New York rock-star high life. 
Key Track: “Shattered.” 

Key lines: “Laughter, joy and 
loneliness/And sex and sex 
and sex and sex.” 

Best Keith Moment: “Before 
They Make Me Run,’ a defiant 
statement of the What Would 
Keef Do? lifestyle. 

Girls, Girls, Girls: Keith was 
once asked why the album 

was called Some Girls, His 
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reply: “Because we couldn't this, they‘ still be legends. Stones gem ever. 
remember their fucking Best Mick Moment: His Best Mick Moment: The 
names.” toweringly soulful version of breathless decadence of “Have 





“Cry to Me.” You Seen Your Mother, Baby, 
oe ~ Standing in the Shadow?” 
Undercover 1983 

The Stones obviously sat 
around the hotel watching 
MTV, saw all those New Wave- 
haircut bands and scoffed, 
Tattoo You 7981 “Bloody hell, we can do that.” 
The Stones banged this out, December’s Children Key Track: “Undercover 
raiding the vaults to turn (And Everybody’s) 1965 Goats Head Soup 1973 of the Night” mixes up the 
outtakes and rejects into gold. | England’s newest hitmakers Since this was the follow-upto | Clash, Grandmaster Flash 








Key Track: “Waiting on a expand musically, from  SEvile, everyone expected more | and Duran Duran into a rant 
Friend,” with asax solo by jazz | acoustic tunes to the pure _ raw, uncut, filthy rock & roll. | about U.S. imperialism. 
legend Sonny Rollins. electric mania of “Route 66.” Instead, everyone got “Angie” | Combat Rock: In the 
Best Keith Moment: “Little Key Track: “The Singer Not andaloadofhippie-momwind- | “Undercover” video, Keith is 
T&A.” Spoiler: She's his little the Song,” an early taste of chime ambience. a guerrilla who pulls a gun on 
rock & roll! delicate balladry. Key Track: “Star Star.” Is this Mick, a fantasy he must have 
Low Concept: You haven't Best Mick Moment: Hesnarls __ the first song about a groupie secretly savored for years. 
lived until you've seen Mick “Get Off of My Cloud” with with a sex tape? 
dance around in sweatpants total punk hostility. Best Mick Moment: You 
in the “Hang Fire” video. know what? “Angie” is fucking 
- awesome, Nobody else in a 
fe\\/-7) mele) 408. million years would have tried 
UNDERRATED to get away with that “let me 


whisper in your eeeaaar™ bit. 
—_—__—— | Dirty Work 1986 

The guys rip one another apart, 
but that just makes it a perfect 
expression of the Stones’ 
dysfunctional love/hate bond. 








ee Key Track: “Dirty Work,” 
where Mick rages against an 
Their Satanic Majesties Black and Blue 1976 unnamed nemesis, Maybe his 
Now! 1965 Request 1967 It was the Seventies, and | guitarist? Maybe himself? 


The Stones were already rock The Stones try to copy Sgt. nobody was trying too hard, | Neon Warriors: The cover has 
& roll’s bad boys, even in this | Pepper, with some cringingly but there are plenty of loose, | to be the most absurd Stones 
early phase. They leer through | cheesy results. But it’s full of | boozy, when-does-the-roadie- | photo ever taken. But leave it 
Chicago blues and Memphis- | stellartunes,ifyoucangetpast | get-back-with-the-bong jams. | tothe Stones to make Miami 





soul classics, all brash wit and a 3D cover featuring Mickina Key Track: “Memory Motel,” Vice threads almost look cool. 
raw menace. wizard hat. a sentimental ballad that 
Key Track: “Offthe Hook,"an Key Track: “2000 Light makes “Angie” sound like 
original that can hang with Years From Home,” the band’s “Gimme Shelter.” 
any of the cover versions. trippiest psychedelic epic. Best Keith Moment: That 
Best Mick Moment: Helights | Best Mick Moment:"“2000 Skynyrd-style riff in “Hand 
up “Down Home Girl” with his | Man” turned out to bea of Fate.” 
own libidinal flair. totally accurate prophecy of 
Internet addiction. A Bigger Bang 2005 


The Stones took their time 
with this one, as if they had 
something to prove. Their 
toughest album ina long time. 








FLIES | Key Track: “Sweet Neo Con,” 

. Emotional Rescue 7980 where Mick rips Republicans 
Out of Our Heads 1965 The guys needed a follow-up to | anewone. 

Their great R&B album — by Flowers 1967 Some Girls, so they churned out | Best Keith Moment: “Infamy.” 


now the Stones could write | An album about rich, young the mostoutrageously frivolous | Ifhe ever decides he wants 


their own classics as well mods, swishing through album of their career. Proof | tostart doing LPs of cocktail 
as pick them. Mick struts | London with a satirical eye. that nobody does quickies like | ballads, he could give Rod 


through the grooves with a Imagine Oscar Wilde sittingin these guys. Stewart a run for his money. 
sullen edge of seduction, his | with the Velvet Underground, Key Track: “Emotional Fresh Ones: The guys wanted 
voice dripping with sex, while | Key Track: In “Ride On Baby,” Rescue,” a disco guof that new songs to play live, even if 
Keith and Brian keep hitting | Mick talks aspeed-freak girl fluked into a Top 10 hit. fans didn't. “They say, I much 
new twin-guitar highs. off the ledge while Jonesadds = Best Mick Moment: “Let Me prefer to hear ‘Brown Sugar,” 
Key Track: “Satisfaction” —if harpsichord and marimba. Go,” atale of New York bed- | Mick said. “Well, I don’t give 
they quit the day aftertheycut | Maybe the most underrated hopping mania in the 1970s. | ashit what you prefer,” 
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HERE’S NO PLACE ON 

Earth that’s changing 

faster - and no place 

where that change 
matters more - than Green- 
land. Late last month, NASA 
reported that ice all across 
the vast glacial interior of the 
world’s largest island was melt- 
ing -a “freak event” that hadn't 
occurred for at least 150 years. 
The alarming discovery briefly 
focused the media's attention 
on a place that rarely makes 
headlines. RAPID ICE MELT 
BAFFLES SCIENTISTS, The Wall 
Street Journal declared. 

In fact, scientists weren't 
baffled at all - a paper pub- 
lished just weeks before had 
predicted that an abrupt, 
islandwide melt was immi- 
nent, The rapid loss of ice is 
only the Jatest in a chain of 
events that have upended con- 
ventional understanding of 
how the Earth’s “eryosphere” 
— its frozen places - behave. 


Auveust 30, 2012 


The Arctic Ice Crisis 


Greenland’s glaciers are melting far faster than scientists expected By Bill McKibben 


Taken together, the events offer 
new insight into how fast the 
world’s seas are likely to rise 
as a result of global warming 
~ and hence, the fate of major 
cities like New York and Miami 
and Mumbai. 

Jason Box, a scientist at the 
Byrd Polar Research Center, 
has probably spent more time 
in Greenland than any Ameri- 
can of his generation. He began 
his yearly treks to the island in 
the 1990s as an undergraduate 
at the University of Colorado, 
helping his professor install a 
series of automated weather sta- 
tions; last month he was sleep- 
ing ona sailboat nearthe mouth 
of a huge glacier and traveling 
onto the ice by helicopter to in- 
stall yet more sensors. The shift 
he and his team have measured 
over the course of the past two 
decades is startling. 

“When [ took my first course 
in glaciology,” Box says, “con- 
ventional thought had the re- 





action time of the ice sheets to 
heating on the order of 10,000 
years.” The ice sheet, scientists 
believed, was a mostly inert 
ice cube frozen fast at its bed; 
if the glaciers melted because 
of global warming, the process 
would be, well, glacial. 

But in a series of scientific 
epiphanies beginning in 2002, 
researchers using GPS have 





“In this climate, the 
ice sheet will keep 
shrinking,” says one 
scientist. “The only 

. . ” 
question is how fast. 


found that melting on the ice’s 
surface can cause large sec- 
tions of the ice shect to break 
free of its moorings in hours, 
not millennia. In 2006, scien- 
tists discovered that ice was 
suddenly pouring into the 


COLD, HARD REALITY 

A fissure in Greenland's ice. 
The island’s glaciers contain 
enough water to raise global 
sea levels by 24 feet. 


ocean at twice the rate previ- 
ously measured, spurred by a 
pulse of warm ocean temper- 
atures that undercut the gla- 
ciers from below, In two sep- 
arate instances, Box correctly 
predicted which sections of a 
glacier would soon break off 
— sections, in each case, that 
were many times larger than 
the island of Manhattan. 

But Box’s most crucial con- 
tribution to ice science — and 
the scariest part of his new 
findings — involves his mea- 
surement of Greenland’s re- 
flectivity, or “albedo.” We know 
that snow is white: When sun- 
light hits a glacier, most of it 
bounces back into space, in- 
stead of being absorbed by 
dark-blue oceans or green for- 
ests. But not all ice shines with 
the same brightness. As snow 
crystals warm - even before 
they melt — they lose their jag- 
ged edges and become round- 
er, reflecting less light. “You can 
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see it with your naked eye,” says 
Box. “Think of the way wet sand 
is darker than dry sand.” 

Fresh snow bounces back 84 
percent of the light that hits it; 
warm, rounded crystals can 
reflect as little as 70 percent. 
Slushy snow saturated by water 
— which gives it a gray cast, or 
even a bluish tint - reflects as 
little as 60 percent. Add dust 
or soot, and the albedo drops 
below 4.0 percent. Box’s satellite 
data has shown a steady dark- 
ening in Greenland’s albedo, 
from a July average of 74 per- 
cent when the century began 
to about 68 percent last year. 

And then came this sum- 
mer: Without warning, the line 
on the albedo chart dropped 
deep into uncharted territo- 
ry. At certain altitudes, the ice 
sheet in Greenland was sud- 
denly four percent less reflec- 
tive - in a single season. 

“I confess my heart skipped 
abeat when I saw howsteep the 
drop was,” says Box. “I thought 
it meant the satellite sensor 
might have degraded.” Instead, 
weeks of “ground-truthing” — 
going out on the ice to gather 
data from imbedded sensors 
and inspect conditions — ver- 
ified that it was the ice sheet 
itself that was darkening. The 
heat accumulating in the ice 
sheet year after warm, sunny 
year was suddenly making it 
far easier to melt the surface. 
What's more, in a vicious feed- 
back loop, soot from the wild- 
fires raging in Colorado and 


July’s ‘Extreme’ Ice Melt 


Scientists were shocked last month when satellites revealed 

an abrupt acceleration in the melting of Greenland's ice sheet. 

On July 8th, roughly 40 percent of the ice sheet’s surface had 
thawed - a typical rate during summer. But only four days later, in 
an “extreme melt event," almost all of the ice sheet had thawed. 
"Greenland is a sleeping giant that’s waking," warns one scientist. 





Ice Sheet — Probable Melt 


Siberia — themselves spurred 
by climate change — may be 
helping to darken the surface 
of the ice. (Box hasn't been 
able to raise the funds to send 
a graduate student to do the 
sampling that would provide a 
definitive answer.) 

Box had conservatively pre- 
dicted that it might take up 
to a decade before the surface 
of Greenland’s ice sheet melt- 
ed all at once. That it actually 


Confirmed Melt 


happened in just a few weeks 
only underscores how consis- 
tently cautious ice scientists 
have been in forecasting the 
threat posed by global warm- 
ing. Now, however, that cau- 
tion is being replaced by well- 
founded alarm. “Greenland is 
asleeping giant that’s waking,” 
says Box. “In this new climate, 
the ice sheet is going to keep 
shrinking - the only question 
is how fast.” 


The new data from Green- 
land matters for every corner of 
the planet. Water pouring into 
the North Atlantic will not only 
raise sea levels, but is also like- 
ly to modify weather patterns. 
“If the world allows a substan- 
tial fraction of the Greenland 
ice sheet to disintegrate, all hell 
breaks loose for eastern North 
America and Europe,” says 
NASA’s James Hansen, the 
world's foremost climatologist. 

But the future, pressing as 
it is, Sometimes gives way to 
sheer awe at the scale of what 
we've already done. Simply 
by changing the albedo of the 
Greenland ice sheet, Box cal- 
culates, the island now absorbs 
more extra energy each sum- 
mer than the U.S. consumes in 
a year. The shape and color of 
the ice sheet’s crystals, in other 
words, are trapping more of the 
sun’s rays than all the cars and 
factories and furnaces produce 
in the world’s biggest economy. 
One of Box’s collaborators, pho- 
tographer James Balog, puts it 
like this: “Working in Green- 
land these past years has left 
me with a profound feeling of 
being in the middle of a de- 
cisive historic moment - the 
kind of moment, at least in 
geologic terms, that marks the 
grand tidal changes of history.” 
Amid this summer's drama of 
drought, fire and record heat, 
the planet’s destiny may have 
been revealed, in a single sea- 
son, by the quiet metamorpho- 
sis of asilent, empty sheet ofice. 
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Vertigo Vermont farmer protests 
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Citizen seven cop cars with 
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For-profit colleges are 
ripping off students, 
veterans and taxpayers - 
while top executives get 


rich By Tim Dickinson 
]: July 30th, the Senate 

education committee con- 
cludes that for-profit colleges 
are little more than taxpayer- 
subsidized rip-offs — sucking 
up a quarter of all federal stu- 
dent aid while churning out 
a generation of indebted, job- 
less dropouts. 

The industry reaps windfall 
profits, the committee found, by 
combining predatory recruit- 
ing and overpriced degree pro- 
grams with astronomical drop- 
out rates. “These practices are 
not the exception,” Sen. Tom 
Harkin said in announcing the 
results of his committee's two- 
year investigation. “They are 
the norm; they are systemic 
throughout the industry.” 

For-profit colleges like 
DeVry and the University of 
Phoenix depend on taxpayers 
for 86 percent of all revenue, re- 
ceiving more than $30 billion 
a year in federal tuition grants 
and student-loan subsidies. 
In return, for-profit educators 
promise to provide students 
with the advanced training 
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Ozone hole 
giving Australian 
fish cancer. 


Italian 
court: 
Saying a 
man has 
*no balls” 
is acrime. 


Occupy protester 


they need to be competitive in 
today’s high-tech economy. But 
Senate inyestigators found that 
more than half ofall students at 
for-profit colleges end up drop- 
ping out without ever receiving 
a degree - and halfof those stay 
for less than four months. 

Those who actually man- 
age to obtain a diploma grad- 
uate not with a brighter future 
but with unsustainable debt: 
For-profit schools account for 
nearly half of all defaults on 
federal student loans, the com- 
mittee found, despite enroll- 
ing just 13 percent of students. 
That's because the schools are 
overpriced — for-profit colleg- 
es charge four times what com- 
munity colleges do for the same 
degree. And students who at- 
tend often leave with no way 
to pay their bills: The unem- 
ployment rate for students who 
attend for-profit colleges now 
stands at 23 percent. 

Even more shocking, for- 
profit colleges are systemati- 
cally exploiting veterans and 
soldiers. The schools pock- 
eted more than a third of the 
first $4.3 billion in education 
spending available under the 
GI Bill passed after 9/11, and 
half of the $563 million in tu- 
ition assistance the Defense De- 
partment provided last year 
to active-duty members of the 
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* Schwarzenegger 
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military. Yet two-thirds of vet- 
erans seeking an associate de- 
gree from the University of 
Phoenix, the country’s largest 
for-profit school, end up drop- 
ping out without ever receiving 
a diploma. 

Drawing on unprecedent- 
ed access to internal industry 
records, the Senate commit- 


$40 MILLION t 
CEO Robert Silb@rman 
of Strayer Education 


tee found that for-profit col- 
leges spend most of the federal 
aid money they receive prey- 
ing on the needy rather than 
educating students or placing 
them in jobs. The industry em- 
ploys 10 recruiters for every 
one career placement special- 
ist — and it spends almost 23 
percent of revenue on market- 
ing and recruiting, while actu- 
al instruction receives a paltry 
17 percent. Yet when students 
default on their federal loans, it 
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The Great College Rip-Off 


doesn't cost the schools a dime: 
Because the loans are guaran- 
teed by the government, tax- 
payers pick up the bill - rough- 
ly $20 billion a year, 

The only clear winners in 
this system are industry exec- 
utives and investors. The CEOs 
of the top for-profit colleges take 
home salaries seven times high- 
erthan those earned by the aver- 
age Ivy League president. Their 
compensation sometimes rivals 
that of Wall Street executives: 


Robert Silberman, the CEO of 


Strayer Education, made $40 
million in bonus and stock op- 
tions in 2009. Shareholders are 
also reaping lavish returns at 
the expense of learning: All told, 
the industry pockets more than 
19 cents of every dollar as pure 
profit — two cents more than it 
spends on teaching. 

Harkin and other Demo- 
crats on the Senate committee 
are calling for “bold” action by 
Congress to end the industry's 
blatant profiteering. So far, 
though, the industry has man- 
aged to use its taxpayer-sub- 
sidized revenues to beat back 
reform by hiring a legion of top- 
shelf lobbyists. “For compa- 
nies so reliant on taxpayer rev- 
enues,” says Harkin, “we need 
to start requiring they demon- 
strate results for students — not 
just for shareholders.” 
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Why did the feds devote 
more resources to going 
after Roger Clemens than 
to prosecuting mortgage 
fraud? By Matt Taibbi 


EMEMBER BACK IN 

February, when the 

Obama administra- 

tion signed off on what 
seemed like the mother of all 
sweetheart deals for the big 
banks? The settlement allowed 
the banks to get off with paying 
a mere $25 billion for a moun- 
tain of foreclosure-related of- 
fenses, and granted them broad 
immunity from civil lawsuits. In 
return for that sickening hand 
job, the White House created a 
Residential Mortgage-Backed 
Securities Working Group that 
was supposed to aggressively 
prosecute the vast fraud that 
nearly all of the banks com- 
mitted in bundling and selling 
a decade's worth of toxic sub- 
prime home loans. 

Well, it didn't turn out that 
way. According to well-placed 
sources in Washington, the new 
task force has been starved of 
resources — particularly person- 


You guys call free trade the 
“chief culprit in the destruction 
of good jobs” in America. Why? 


STEELE: When other countries put 
up trade barriers to our products, 
the Tom Friedmans say, “Oh, my 
God, we can’t put Up walls in this 
country.” For the multinational 
corporations that have moved 
jobs abroad, it’s the best of both 
worlds. They get cheap labor and 
the Chinese government falling 
all over itself to help build plants, 
and then they ship the goods 
back home without any duties. 


You call Apple’s rise to become 
the world’s most profitable 
company “chilling.” Isn’titan 
all-American success story? 
sTeete: Unlike the classic Ameri- 
can story of companies that 





Stalls on Busting Banks 


nel - by the Obama administra- 
tion. The Justice Department, 
in fact, initially devoted more 
resources to investigating the 
buttocks of Roger Clemens than 
it did to the sweeping, endemic 
fraud that nearly destroyed the 
American economy. The gov- 
ernment assigned 93 
agents to the Clemens 
case, who collectively 
interviewed 179 in- 
dividuals in 68 loca- 
tions and produced a 
total of 235 reports. 
The mortgage task 
force? It was stuck at 
“about 50 or 60” at- 
torneys for much of 
the year, according to 
insiders — and many 
of those first staff- 
ers were provided by 
smaller federal agen- 
cies like the Consumer Finan- 
cial Protection Bureau. The Jus- 
tice Department, as one source 
close to the investigation puts 
it, was the “primary source of 
the problem, exemplified by the 
continued lack of resources.” 
Even congressional Demo- 
crats have been dumbfound- 
ed by the administration's foot- 
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created jobs here, Apple, in less 
than a generation, jettisoned 
their American side and moved 
everything to China. 

BaRLETT: It had nothing to do with 
an inability to attract talent or 
any of the things Steve Jobs said 
\t had to do with, It had to do with 
making more money, Period, 


Since you wrote your landmark 
America: What Went Wrong in 


dragging on mortgage fraud. 
“Obviously, the task force needs 
a lot more than what they've 
got,” says Rep. Brad Miller of 
North Carolina, an aggressive 
advocate for fraud prosecutions. 
Miller, who is skeptical that 
any criminal prosecutions will 





TWO WALKS Clemens beat the rap on perjury - but 
Goldman CEO Lloyd Blankfein hasn’t even been charged. 


emerge from the task force, says 
a failure to make any cases at all 
would be “toxic. It just destroys 
the public’s sense that we're a 
nation of laws and that the laws 
apply to everybody.” 

In recent months, sources 
say, the situation has improved 
somewhat. The Justice Depart- 
ment and congressional sourc- 


Don Barlett and Jim Steele 


The veteran reporters on how free trade screws workers, the hypocrisy 
of Mitt Romney, and their new book, The Betrayal of the American Dream 


1991, you say Congress has cre- 
ated special rules for a “financial 
aristocracy” that’s out to profit 
from middle-class decline. 


STEELE: We totally underestimated 
how rapidly the financial ruling 
class would consolidate their 
control. Who in their right mind 
would have believed they'd put 
through a bill in 2003 that taxes 
dividends at 15 percent? And if 
Paul Ryan gets his way, there will 
be no taxes on dividends at all, 


ls Mitt Romney the poster boy 
for the financial aristocracy? 


BARLETT: He's the finest illustration 
of the hypocrisy; Here’s a guy 
who preaches getting everyone 
off the government dole, But 
when he ran the Olympics, he got 
the gold medal for raiding the 


es close to the investigation es- 
timate that the number of staff 
assigned to the task force has 
doubled to “upwards of 200” at- 
torneys - still a far, far cry from 
the 1,000 FBI agents deployed 
to investigate the savings-and- 
loan crisis back in the 1980s, 
a scandal comically 
smallerin scope than 
the 2008 crash. 

Even worse, the 
perception in Wash- 
ington is that any 
progress on the 
prosecution front is 
not because of the 
Obama administra- 
tion, but in spite of it. 
As the White House 
heads down the home 
stretch of what looks 
like will be a serious- 
ly contested election, 
it seems weirdly determined to 
hold on to one of the most noto- 
rious political streaks ofall time: 
It still hasn't jailed a single top 
banker for crimes related to the 
financial crisis, If he doesn't act 
fast, that stat may be to Presi- 
dent Obama what “malaise” was 
to Jimmy Carter: the catehword 
for a failed presidency. 


Treasury. If was 2 gravy train for 
all his rich friends in Utah, 
STEELE: The Salt Lake Olympics 
got more federal money than all 
other U.S, Olympics combined 


Republicans champion free mar- 
kets, but Clinton passed NAFTA. 
BARLETT: This dicin’t start with Re- 
publicans, It started with Demo- 
crats, It’s a bipartisan effort, 


Has Obama been any better? 
STEELE: The GM example shows 
that when government steps in, 
it can have a very positive effect. 
But we need seed money for new 
industries. We can’t leave this to 
the private market, because it's 
shipping those jobs elsewhere. 


So what’s the quickest fix? 
STEELE: /ncrease the number of tax 
brackets, maybe up to a dozen. 
That way someone earning 
$400,000 won't be In the same 
bracket as someone making $12 
million. That's not radical - it’s 
the way the system used to work. 
We're just suggesting that we 
restore some of the balance, T.p. 
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MEET 
“NEW 
BOSS 


dee wine ook mmr see ose SU PERBAKED 
an entrance, he makes an entrance. Si 

quiet night somewhere deep in North Miami, SUPERSIZED, 

at a house that’s actually a recording stu- SUPERSTAR: 

dio. To get inside, you get buzzed through a HO WA HUSKY 

gate and past a little reception area and into a 

yard filled with fountains and Roman statu- HIGH SCHOOL 

ary. The rapper Fabolous, incognito in a bushy beard and track- FO OTBALL PLAYER 

suit, is kicking it in the dark by the pool; Pharrell Williams, BECAME HI/IP-HOP'’s 
in cutoffs and black combat boots that say occupy Pussy, is in 

the studio with Pusha-T crafting a beat. They're working hard, MOST LOVA BLE DON 


but there’s also a sense of anticipation in the air — like they're BY JOSH EELLS 


waiting for something big that’s about to go down. # And 















then in he walks: the William Howard Taft of the rap game: 

the self-proclaimed “big black fat nigga”; the guy T-Pain once 
called “Boss” 20 times in 11 seconds; the only man alive with 
a diamond-encrusted medallion of his own face - Rick Ross. 


PHOTOGRAPH BY TERRY RICHARDSON 
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Everything about him is gargantuan, 
from his topiary beard to his ursine belly, 
and even in casual mode, he looks fresh: 
white Louis Vuitton sneakers; crisp Levi's 
501s, size 46x32; a diamond-studded 
crucifix large enough to support a G.I. 
Joe; and a black XXXL T-shirt with the 
word “mogul” spelled out phonetically: 
MOH’-GUL. 

For a second, the gravity in the room 
seems to shift. Chairs are rearranged and 
a seat procured, and Ross takes a load off. 
Someone hands him a joint the size of a 
small baguette, and he sparks it up and re- 
clines like some magisterial hood pasha. 
“What you got for me?” 

He is here tonight to listen to a track 
called “Presidential,” off his new album, 
God Forgives, I Don't. (The song is named 
after the rose-gold Rolex currently adorn- 
ing his wrist.) The room is now packed: 
Ross, Pharrell, Pusha, Miami rap-scene 
fixture DJ Khaled, a couple of girls, a cou- 
ple of white dudes. Posted up in the door- 
way is Ross’ suave, chilled-out manag- 
er, the fantastically named Gucci Pucci. 
Pharrell presses “play,” a sumptuous, 
1,200-thread-count beat thunders, and 
Ross’ rhymes pour out of the speakers. 
He mentions courtside seats, waterfront 
cribs, having threesomes on cruise ships. 
Then the man who once boasted that he 
was “the only fat nigga in the 
sauna with Jews” tops even 
himself: 

Walking on Jewish marble, 
hand-painted the ceiling 

Happy Hanukkah, nigga, 
its a wonderful feeling! 

Ever since 2006, when Ross, 
36, exploded out of nowhere 
with his monster of a debut sin- 
gle, “Hustlin’” - which one re- 
viewer likened to “the sound 
of a trillion-pound weight hit- 
ting the ground” — he’s built a 
name as the biggest, baddest, 
boss-est rapper around. Four 
of his five albums have debuted 
at Number One - in the past 
decade, more than any rapper 
not named Jay-Z, Kanye West 
or Eminem - both of whom 
happen to be huge Ross fans. 

Ross’ chief appeal is his one-of-a-kind 
voice — a rich, booming baritone that 
sounds like a steamroller running over a 
million dollars in slow motion. He’s never 
been the most poetic MC — famously rhym- 
ing “cellphone” with “iPhone,” “twenty- 
twos” with “22,” and “Atlantic” with, um, 
“Atlantic.” But what he lacks in techni- 
cal prowess he makes up for with exqui- 
site beat selection and sheer, undeniable 
charisma. Not to mention awesome nois- 


es: He’s done a credible impersonation of 


Contributing editor JosH ERLLS 
profiled Justin Bieber in RS 1162. 


60 | Rotutne STONE | follingstone.com 


‘ ; 
‘ 
” ee: 





a money machine on at least two different 
tracks (krrrrrrrvrrrf), and his trademark 
bark - a deep, guttural wough!, kind of 
like a Rottweiler with bronchitis — has be- 
come a cultural reference unto itself. (Co- 
median Aziz Ansari on Twitter: “Very 


disappointed to find out that actress 
Julianna Hough’s last name was not 
pronounced like the Rick Ross noise.”) 
The track fades, and Pharrell cuts 
off the speakers. “So what you think?” 
All heads swivel toward Ross, 
who exhales slowly, letting out a long 
contrail of smoke. He takes off his shades, 
exposing those big, stoned-manatee eyes 
and eyelashes so long and lustrous youd 





CAN’T STOP THE HUSTLE 
(1) Ross with Sean “Diddy” Combs 
in Cannes, 2012. (2) Ross witha 
sampling of his car collection. (3) 
Ross likes a weed strain called PR-80 
- “the number one in the world.” 


be forgiven for thinking that maybe 
it’s Maybelline. He smiles like he just 
watched a sunset, or a baby horse being 
born. “It’s beautiful.” 


OW THE BOSS WANTS TO 
eat. “Call up Prime One 
Twelve,” he says. “Get that 
smoking suite.” 
Prime One Twelve is a steak- 
house on Ocean Drive, right in 
the heart of the Miami scene. 
It’s where Bill Clinton, Cameron Diaz 
and Alex Rodriguez once dined togeth- 
er, where Dwyane Wade watched LeBron 
James announce he was taking his tal- 
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ents to South Beach. Ross’ smoking suite 
is a superprivate room at the top of a spi- 
ral staircase on the third floor, with a 
flatscreen TV, a queen-size bed and no 
one to tell him to put out his joint. Join- 
ing him tonight are Pucci, Khaled and a 
guy named Duece, whose sole responsi- 
bility seems to be rolling Ross’ joints. (He | 
says he’s got it down to about two min- 
utes, which sounds pretty good, but also 
seems like a long time when all you do is | 
roll joints.) 

“Lemme ask you something,” says Ross, 
not bothering to look at the menu, “Have 
you ever had shrimp and watermelon on 
the same plate? Well, tonight you will.” He 
orders two of them ($88), along with two 
crab cakes ($44), four colossal crab legs 
($180), a pair of crab claws ($90), two or- 
ders of chicken sliders ($44), one crab 
cocktail ($21) and one eight-ounce fillet 
($46). He doesn’t tonight, but sometimes 
he'll also get a soup to go and eat it for 
breakfast the next morning — a prac- 
tice immortalized in his song “I Love 
My Bitches,” in which he raps, “Am I 
really just a narcissist/'Cause | wake 
up to a bowl of lobster bisque?” 

(The answer to which is no, not 
really — more just a guy who eats 
weird breakfasts and likes to 
plan ahead.) 

Spend even a little time in 
Ross’ orbit, and it’s easy to get 
accustomed to living like a 
boss, Bossness is Ross’ raison 
d‘étre; He has one song called 
“You the Buss,” one called 
“The Boss” and one called 
simply “Boss.” For him, it’s 
less of an economic state than an onto- 
logical one; Fiven a pizza-delivery guy ora 
garbageman can be a boss, as long as he’s 
hanging with the Boss. “You better Twit- 
ter this,” Ross says at one point. “Tell ‘em 
you're having dinner with the Boss. Eat- 
ing like a boss.” And just like that, Boss- 
mosis is achieved. 

In addition to the ocean-depleting 
quantity of seafood, Ross also orders a 
wedge of iceberg lettuce. His doctor told 
him recently that he should be eating bet- 
ter, so lately he’s been trying to have a 
salad with every meal. Not that he’s cut- 
ting down on any of the other stuff. He's 
just eating salads, too. 

The reason for this is medical. A few 
months back, Ross was on his way from 
Miami to Memphis for the grand open- 
ing of a Wingstop that he owns when 
he suffered a seizure midflight. A doctor 
on board performed CPR, and the plane 
had to make an emergency landing in | 
Fort Lauderdale. Ross was examined on 
the ground and released, but on a char- 
ter flight to Memphis a few hours later, 
it happened again. This time the plane | 
landed in Birmingham, Alabama, and 
Ross was rushed to the ER. 


Ross didn't realize what was happen- 
ing at the time. “It felt like I just dozed 
off on the couch,” he says. “I actually got 
off the plane like, ‘Seizure? Y'all are trip- 
pin.” Pucci checked him into the hospital 
under a fake name, and Ross spent a few 
days undergoing a battery of tests, all of 
which he says came back negative. 

After his release, Ross retreated to 
his mom’s house, where he spent a few 
weeks eating his way back to health: 
baked chicken, pot roast, lasagna, brocco- 
li and cheese, cornbread, collard greens. 
(“My mom’ the best,” Ross says.) Friends 
brought him gifts: socks, underwear, 
cakes, pies. He got to spend some time 
with his kids - his daughter, Toie, 9, and 
his son, Will, 6. He also spent some time 
studying Scripture, rereading a few favor- 
ite passages, Psalm 27 in particular: “It 
just says sometimes you go through war, 
but you have to be confident.” 


LIKE A SHORT 


HE EVER GETS TOO 
HIGH, HE SEEMS 
CONFUSED: “I DON’T 
REALLY KNOW WHAT 
THAT MEANS.” 


Though many suspected epilepsy or 
diabetes, Ross originally claimed it was 
lack of sleep that caused the seizures; 
he'd been getting only two or three hours 
a night. But now he says he was probably 
just smoking toa much weed. His pub- 
lishing company is called 4 Blunts Lit at 
Once, and that’s only a slight exaggera- 
tion. “I'm most definitely an avid user, a 
pothead, however you wanna look at it,” 
he says. “I call it green caviar. It’s like a 
short vacation — it helps me chill out. And 
people love it when I chill out, because I 
can really be a dickhead.” Asked if he ever 
gets too high, Ross seems confused. “I 
don't really know what that means.” 

Since the seizures, he switehed from 
blunts to papers, which he says are better 
for you. He’s also been trying to take naps 
~ “Multiple naps. Boss naps.” — as well as 
drink more water. “I'm not gonna say I 
do all the eight glasses,” he says, “But I do 
drink more water.” 

At dinner tonight he’s drinking cran- 
berry juice, as is the rest of the table. 
“These crab cakes are disrespectful,” DJ 
Khaled says, which is a good thing. Ross 
agrees that it’s “a theory” ~ his all-encom- 
passing term for...just about anything. 
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“1 CALL IT GREEN 
CAVIAR,” ROSS SAYS 
ABOUT WEED. “IT’S 


VACATION.” ASKED IF 


“See, a theory could be all kinds of 
things,” Ross says - anything from a light- 
er (“Yo, hand me that theory over there”) 
to an attractive girl (““Damn, check out 
that theory!”). He and his crew have 
a whole lexicon like this — there's also 
shone, as in ac-shone, i.e., action, which 
could be a girl, but could also be the thing 
itself, as in getting some. And if'a theory 
is really praiseworthy, then it’s a ynovie, 
and you definitely want to be a part of 
that. Right? 

Ross nods. “Of couwuurse.” 

Soon Ross is ready to take his leave. 
But first, a parting gift: a single, perfect- 
ly rolled joint, fresh off Duece’s assembly 
line. “Take that back to your hotel with 
you,” Ross says. “That's a little gift from 
the Boss.” It’s the same kind he’s been 
chain-smoking all night - three, maybe 
four an hour, with no seemingly adverse 
effects. 

Back home, I share it with 

five friends outside a pizza par- 

lor, Every one of us gets inered- 
ibly stoned. 


ICK ROSS GREW 
up William Leon- 
ard Roberts Jr. in 
Carol City, Flori- 
da, a working-class 
neighborhood in 
North Miami. It wasn't 
the best part of town, but it wasn't the 
worst, either, He still remembers when 
his family made the move from an apart- 
ment to a real house; “That was a big 
leap,” he says. “Youre still next to the proj- 
ects, but at least you have a house.” The 
place is still there - a cute little sea-foam 
green bungalow that backs up to a vacant 
lot next to a Jesus People Ministries. “I 
still remember the smile on my mom's face 
when we moved in,” he says. “Right then, I 
knew buying homes was something [ want- 
ed to do a lot of” 

Ross’ mom, Tommie, was a registered 
nurse who usually had a couple of side 
gigs going as well. “My mom's a hustler,” 
he says. “She a grinder.” Tommie and Ross’ 
dad, William Sr., split up when he was in 
elementary school, and William Sr. moved 
away. He died of liver cancer in 1999, when 
Ross was 23. Ross says he has fond mem- 
ories of his dad, but he doesn’t like to talk 
about him very much, “That ain’t for nig- 
gas to read, bro, That's personal.” In his 
song “All the Money in the World,” though, 
he makes it clear how deeply he miss- 
es him. 

Td never rap again if T could tell him 
that I miss him 

Why the fuck Town the world, when T 
can't share it with him... 

Crying in my mansion as I'm holdin’ 
on his picture. 

Ross had a pretty good childhood - 
Atari games, bicyeles, pickup football 
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in the street. In elementary school, he 
got suspended a couple of times for what 
he calls *horseplaying and shit,” so he 
started going to a small Christian school 
down the street, but he had problems 
there, too. “They wanted me to learn the 
Ten Commandments,” he says. “! told 
them I didn’t really have time for that 
tight now.” His mom went back to the 
public school and raised a ruckus, and 
they took him back. 

Not surprisingly, he was a husky kid. 
Even his friends called him “Fat Boy”; for 
a while, he was too fat to even play foot- 
ball, Every peewee football age group 
had a maximum weight limit, and as 
Ross euphemistically puts it, "My age and 
weight never balanced out.” For 13-year- 
olds, the limit was about 140 pounds; 
he weighed 210. (“I was a little short fat 
dude.”) He found a coach who would still 
let him come to the park and practice 
~ “shout-out to him” - but when game 
time came on Saturday, he'd have to 
watch his team play from the stands. 
And if you're wondering if that was as 
sad as it sounds: “It was.” 

He started writing raps in junior 
high, basing most of them around 
an instrumental of the song “Centi- 
pede,” by Rebbie Jackson, which his 
mom had on cassette. “I wrote to 
that for maybe a year,” Ross says. 
“To this day, if you listen to that 
beat, I’m pretty sure the flows 
[ use now would still go on it.” 

One of his first performanc- 
es was at a junior talent show, 
where he rapped about going 
to other campuses to mack 
on girls during lunch: 

It’s Monday morning, there was 
nothing to do 

I was chilling at the lockers, chilling 
with my crew 

Thad this feeling to rush some ho’s 

There was nothing stopping us, we had 
30s and lows 

At the red light, we all made our plan 

We wanted some chicks, so we went to 
Norland. 

“I thought that was genius!” Ross says. 
“There's five different days of the week, 
and I named five different schools — like, 
who ever did that? | should've won an 
award for that shit.” Sadly, the talent-show 
judges disagreed. 


was kind of a jokester. | remember he had 
a pretty nice car, and when he'd come to 
school, he'd take his steering wheel out so 
it wouldn't get stolen,” 

“Big Will, that’s what we called him,” 
recalls Santana Moss, a wide receiver 
for the Washington Redskins who was a 
freshman at Carol City when Ross was a 
senior. “He was a ballplayer - real pop- 
ular, would come to school with the fast 
cars, the Chevy donks, the girls. As a 
ninth-grader you look at those guys, 
that’s who you want to be.” (A secretary 
who still works at the school recalls him 
fondly as well: “Oh, | remember Rick, He 
was a big teddy bear.") 

Ross was pretty good at football. His 
senior year he was second-team All 
City, and a pre-season roundup in the 
Miami Herald called the six-foot-two, 
290-pounder a “top player.” He and the 
rest of the O-linemen dubbed themselves 








WAS INDICTED 


DUDE,” 
“1 KNEW 


TAKE NOTHING 
FOR GRANTED. 
| WANTED TO WASH 
MY HANDS.” 


the IHOP Boys, because they excelled at | 
knocking opposing linemen to the ground 

~ what's known in football as a “pancake” | 
block. “He could have gone farther if he'd 
been more into it,” Coach Frazier says. 
“He had a bit of a concentration prob- 
lem. And keeping his weight down was 
always a struggle — like most big kids, he 
was kind of on the lazy side. But never any 
real problems, never any attitude.” And | 
as for drugs? “None of that,” he says. “I 
would have heard about it.” 

Ross’ nickname on the team was Big 
East, because everyone thought he'd go | 
on to play for the University of Miami, 
in the Big East Conference. But when 
that didn’t happen, he accepted a schol- 
arship to play for Georgia’s Albany State, 
where he majored in criminal justice. He 
learned pretty quickly he wasn’t quite 
ready for college. 

“I got through high school on my pop- 
ularity and shit,” Ross says, “But my 
grades was never good, I was never good 
at math.” He struggled with times tables: 
“T had my fives locked — but after that, my | 
brain just stopped accepting the informa- 
tion.” When the school tried to. put him 


ROSS SAYS. 


HEN HE GOT TO 
high school, there 
were no weight re- 
strictions, so Ross 
could play football 
again, He started at 
offensive lineman for 

the Carol City Chiefs, under celebrated 
local coach Walt Frazier. “He was a real 
good kid,” Frazier says. “Great personali- 
ty. The other kids took to him because he 
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ROSS’ BEST FRIEND 
ON DRUG CHARGES 
IN THE 1990S. “THIS 

WAS MY NUMBER-ONE 


| COULDN’T 


in remedial classes, he dropped out and 
moved back to Miami. 

Sometime around 1998, Ross decided 
to get serious about rapping. He started 
hanging around studios, jockeying for 
time on the mic. “I was a studio rat — give 
a few lines here, give a few lines there. 
Just trying to get on.” At first he went by 
Willow, a play on Will, After that it was 
Teflon, He started ghostwriting for the 
Miami rapper Trina, who was signed to 
local label Slip-N-Slide, the record com- 
pany that would eventually give Ross 
a deal, and at one point found himself 
in the studio with a hungry young kid 
named Kanye West, who was produc- 
ing an artist Ross was ghostwriting for. 
“T didn’t even know who Kanye West 
was,” Ross says. “I just saw a kid with a 
funny shirt who seemed happy to just be 
working.” 

Ross was broke a lot. He slept on 
friends’ couches, scrounged 
their refrigerators for food. 

Sometimes his mom helped 
out; In 2000, when he was 24, 
records show that she bought 

a two-story house in suburban 
Pembroke Pines and transferred 
it to his name 10 days later. Ac- 
cording to Tiallondra Kemp, the 
mother of Ross’ six-year-old son, 

Ross relied on his mother a lot. 

“Will didn't have much money,” she 

wrote in her 2009 memoir, Tia’s 
Diary: Deeper Than Rap - The True 
Story of Rick Ross’ Baby's Mother. 

“One time when we went to get some 

dinner, he pulled out a debit card and 

I saw his mom’s name on it.” 

“It wasn’t like he turned into Riek 
Ross overnight,” Trina says. “It was a lot 
of nights, a lot of hustling, a lot of mix- 
tapes, a lot of freestyles. He would be in 
the studio every night, no one else there, 
just listening to beats, writing, writing.” 

“There was definitely no fancy rides 
or sit-down restaurants,” she continues. 
“This was the days of 7-Eleven, leftovers, 
fast food.” Still, that didn't stop Ross 
from rapping about the finer things. “It 
was almost like he was speaking money 
into reality,” Trina says. “He spoke as if 
the non-existent was already existent.” 

When Ross finally started catching 
on in Miami, most people heard about it 
pretty quick. “One of his first mixtapes, 
he spit a verse that had my name on it,” 
Moss says. “I was like, ‘That's love.” But 
it took others a little longer to catch on. 

“The kids kept telling me, ‘Coach, Rick 
Ross played for you!’” Frazier recalls. “I 
remember all the names, and no Rick 
Ross ever played football for Carol City, 
Then they did a TV special on him, and 
I looked over and there's this guy with a 
big beard. I said, ‘Nope, I don’t know that 
guy But then he started talking, and | 
said, ‘Aw, heck, That's Will!’” 
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0, WHERE’S THAT LIGHT- 
er?” 
Ross is in L.A, now, sunk 


Hollywood Boulevard, in the 


God Forgives. Tonight he’s tap- 
ing Jimmy Kimmel, performing in the 
parking lot for a few hundred fans. Pucci is 
here, along with Ross’ DJ, Sam Sneak, His 
two videographers are stockpiling footage; 
Duece is rolling joints, slipping them two 
at a time into a drawer hear Ross. There's 
also a guy named Damion, a rep for Ree- 
bok, who's making a series of increasing- 
ly urgent phone calls trying to procure a 
Porsche for a video shoot Ross wants to do. 

Ross finds his lighter and 
sits back and lights a joint. On 
TV, Anderson Cooper is talk- 
ing about the movie-theater 
shooting in Colorado, showing 
an interview with a 13-year- 
old girl who tried to save the 
six-year-old who was killed. 
“That’s fucked up,” Ross says 
later. “Beautiful six-year-old 
blond-haired girl. Such a cow- 
ardly act.” Still, he says, he’s not 
in favor of gun control. “I think 
we all have a right to bear arms, 
whichever amendment that is.” 
Even assault rifles? He shrugs. 
“T got em.” 

He flips over to the History 
Channel, where there's a docu- 
mentary on the Godfather mov- 
ies, “Mario Puzo!” says Ross, a 
student of the genre. “The great- 
est.” Later, they cut to the scene 
where Michael Corleone is talk- 
ing to a senator about getting a 
gaming license, and Ross leans in close. 
“My offer is this: nothing,” he says. 

“My offer is this: nothing,” says A] Pac- 
ino on the TV. 

It’s nearing dusk now, the golden Cal- 
ifornia light catching the weed smoke 
through the blinds. Ross gets word that 
Nas is taping a performance at Kimmel 
tonight too, and that he wants to say hi. 
(The two have collaborated a few times.) 


into a couch in a trailer on | 


middle of a promo tour for | 


the rest of the group, Pucci orders a hun- 
dred wings. 

Ross doesn't usually like eating fancy. 
He has three separate songs that reference 


chicken wings, and he’s shouted out Wing- | 


stop more than once. Today for lunch he 
ate at Chili's (salmon); he wanted to go to 
Chick-fil-A, but they couldn't find one in 


. | 
L.A. Someone mentions the controversy 
involving Chick-fil-A and gay marriage, | 


and Ross says he hasn't heard about it, He 
listens to a quick summary with interest. 
“Chick-fil-A obviously took their stand,” 
he says after a minute. “That's their right - 
the same way the pro-gay people are tak- 
ing their stand. I believe everybody got 
the right to live their own life the way they 


BEFORE HE WAS THE BOSS 
Ross became a corrections officer in 1995, 
he says, after seeing his best friend get 
arrested on drug charges. His friend's father 
told Ross, "Go get a job somewhere.” 





want to.” So does that mean he'd support a 


| Chick-fil-A boycott? 


Nas pops in, and they pose for some pho- | 


tos. “Yo, Instagram this!” Ross says. 
Also on the show tonight is actor Aaron 
Paul, who plays the meth dealer Jesse 


Pinkman on Breaking Bad. Ross says | 


he's never heard of the show, but when he 
hears that it’s about a mild-mannered high 
school teacher who reinvents himself as a 
meth kingpin, real recognizes real. “That's 
some gangster shit,” he says. 

Soon a rep from the label comes in and 


says she’s ordering wings from Hooters. | 


Does Ross want anything? He asks her if 


they have salmon (he pronounces it sa/- 
mon). “At Hooters?” she asks. He tells 


“Naw,” he says. “I love that spicy chicken.” 

Pretty soon it's time to get dressed. Ross 
strips off his white tee, exposing the tat- 
toos that “cover 80 percent of the Don's 
frame”: the Statue of Liberty, Abraham 
Lincoln and George Washington, Richard 
Pryor, Checking himself out in the mirror, 
he does a cute little Rick Ross jig, singing 
under his breath: “’Cause I'm a mother- 
fucking P-I-M-P....” 

Out in the parking lot, he performs two 
songs; “So Sophisticated” and the new 
Usher collaboration “Touch’N You,” After 
the second, he gazes out at the crowd: 
“What up, Jimmy Falloovovon!” A pause. 


| *Kimmeillllllll!” Back at the hotel, Dami- 


her to just get htm some buffalo shrimp, | 


with ranch dressing and curly fries. For 
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on arrives with the Porsche — a black Car- 
rera convertible —- and Ross wedges him- 
self into the driver's seat, sliding it all the 








way back until his belly is just barely graz- 
ing the steering wheel. The seat-belt alarm 
starts to ding, and Ross struggles for a sec- 
ond to reach behind him and grab it, then 
just turns the music louder. 

One fun thing about hanging out with 
Rick Ross is that you get to listen to a lot 
of Rick Ross music. It’s basically never not 
playing - in his car, in the van, on some- 
one’s laptop, The song on “repeat” tonight 
is “911,” where Ross boasts, “I remember 
pickin’ watermelons/ Now the Porsche cost 
me a quarter-million.” (Admittedly, “The 
rental cost Damion $4.00 plus insurance” 
doesn't have the same ring to it.) 

Ross lights a joint and sets off through 
West Hollywood, taking a roundabout 
route up La Brea, down Fair- 
fax and back up La Cienega. On 
Sunset, he drives past a mar- 
quee for a Fiona Apple concert, 
then a billboard for a documen- 
tary about Pablo Escobar. In 
Beverly Hills, he slows down on 
his way past Rodeo Drive. After 
a while I ask where he’s going. 

“T have no idea,” he says. “I’m 
just high and looking at stuff.” 

Eventually he turns north- 
ward and heads into the Holly- 
wood Hills. He takes another hit 
off his joint, the speakers boom- 
ing his voice through the can- 
yons. “This is what this music is 
made for!” he screams over the 
wind, When the song “3 Kings” 
comes on, and he gets to the 
line “I came a long way from the 
weed game,” Ross punches my 
arm and gestures to his joint, to- 
tally stoked. 

The next day Ross wakes 
up early and spends the morning tweet- 
ing about his album. At noon he heads 
to a meet-and-greet for L.A. hip-hop sta- 
tion Power 106, where employees pass out 
patches that look like his face and a girl 
in the balcony shouts, “I want to rub your 
belly!” (Ross: “Wough!") Then it’s over to 
Chelsea Handler's studio for a taping of 
Chelsea Lately. In the green room, Ross 
munches on a bag of jalapeno potato chips, 
while Sam Sneak avails himself of the 
heated massage chair. On the table, there’s 
a contract from E! for $403. 

Ross is wearing a black T-shirt with a 
picture of the California state flag and the 
words CALIFORNIA KNOWS HOW TO PARTY 
on it, but he wants to change into anoth- 
er shirt he brought, a white Calvin Klein 
V-neck with a big photo of Mike Tyson. At 
the last minute, he decides he doesn't like 
that one and asks an assistant to steam yet 
another T-shirt, this one plain white. Ross 
walks onstage, and Handler immediately 
climbs into his lap. They flirt for.a few min- 
utes, Ross telling her he’s “very passion- 
ate,” Handler telling him it's nice he has 
“so much seating on your face.” 
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RICK ROSS 


Afterward, burning another joint on 
the way back to the hotel, Ross starts 
second-guessing himself. “I should have 
worn the Tyson tee,” he says, a little 
bummed. 

“The white tee ain't look bad,” Pucci 
reassures him. “It was crisp, it was chill. 
You came in with that white tee, and 
she sat right on your dick.” At this, Ross 
brightens, 

The van is crawling through rush-hour 
traffic when Pucci tells Ross’ towering 
bodyguard Ghost, who's driving, to pull 
over. The Boss wants to check out a-big 
and-tall shop. He hops out, high as shit, 
and spends a few minutes browsing the 
stacks of wrinkle-free khakis and plus- 
size shirts. “Big guys ain't got no fly shit,” 
he declares finally. “It’s sad.” He says he’s 
putting together his own big-and-tall line 
as we speak. “Shoes. Clothing. Apparel. 
We're gonna corner the market.” 

Ross is constantly angling for new busi- 
ness opportunities. Previously, he’s owned 
a yardwork company, a hair salon and 
a restaurant called Hip Hop Grub Spot 
(a.k.a. “the world’s first hip-hop healthy 
fast-food global franchise”). He’s about 
to open two new Wingstops, and he also 
has endorsement deals with Reebok and 
Ciroc. (Meanwhile, the fact that a man 
nicknamed Ricky Rozay doesn’t have his 
own winery is probably 21st-century capi- 
talism’s greatest failure.) He says he owns 
40 cars and is worth “nine figures,” but 
he's still out hustling: His Twitter ac- 
count lists an e-mail address (RickyRozay 
Bookings@gmail.com) so that show pro- 
moters can get in touch - something you 
can't imagine Jay-Z doing. 

At one point Ross tries ta convince me 
the two of us should go into business to- 
gether, “You write a lot of stories. Let’s 
talk about that publishing split.” When 
I tell him he'd probably be disappoint- 
ed, he shakes his head. “There’s always 
moncy to get.” 


HE PROMO TOUR ROLLS 

on. Ross is in New York 

now: He hits BET, MTV, 

SiriusXM, Hot 97. One 

night he hosts a party at Per- 

fections, a “VIP gentlemen’s 

club" near a U-Haul center in 

Queens. Another day he has lunch at 

Philippe. (Manhattan doesn’t have any 

Wingstops.) He alsa tweets about 900 

times a day. I’ Ross worked as hard selling 

drugs as he does promoting his album, he 
might really have been a kingpin. 

From the beginning, Ross made drugs 

a central tenct in his self-mythology. He 

says he got a job at 13 working at a car 

wash, where he also sold weed on the side. 

He's said he got “rich off cocaine” before 

releasing a single bar of music, and on 

“Hustlin’” he claimed affiliation with nar- 

co-heavies such as Escobar, Noriega and 
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Miami drug dealer Richard “Convertible 
Burt” Simmons. 

But Ross’ credibility took a serious hit 
in 2008, when a photo surfaced of him 
in uniform at a graduation ceremony for 
the Florida Department of Corrections - 
it seemed the kingpin was actually onee a 
prison guard. At first Ross employed the 
Shaggy defense, claiming he'd been Pho- 
toshopped by “online hackers.” But when 
the Smoking Gun turned up more sup- 
porting documents — including a con- 
tract for his $22,913 starting salary and 
an award for perfect attendance — Ross 
had to own up. 

Ross has hinted that he was actually a 
crooked CO — that he took the job so he 
could deal drugs on the inside, sort of a re- 
verse undercover, But the truth is, he be- 
came a CO to avoid the drug game. 

Not long after high school, Ross’ best 
friend, a kid named Jabar Delancy, was 
arrested on narcotics-related charges. In 
1998, he was federally indicted and sen- 


tenced to 10 years for the distribution of 


cocaine and heroin. Ross claims he was 
also listed in the indictment, as an unin- 
dicted co-conspirator. “First time I ever 
spoke of this,” he says. “This was my best 
friend —- who I ate peanut-butter-and-jel- 
ly sandwiches with, and pork and beans 
with, my buddy, my partner, my number- 


Ross at the Hot 97 
Summer Jam in 2012: 
“I've been tested in 
this business.” 


\ GAME THEORY 





one dude. Suddenly I’m talking to him 
over federal phone calls. Hearing the way 
it was building, I knew I couldn’t take 
nothing for granted. Right then I kinda 
wanted to wash my hands.” 

Jabar's father, meanwhile, was Michael 
Delancey, a member of the so-called Miami 
Boys — one of Florida's biggest drug syn- 
dicates. According to news accounts, the 
group netted more than $200,000 a week 
peddling narcotics, including “Delancy 
heroin” from Miami to Jacksonville. Fed- 
eral investigators started closing in on the 
elder Delancy in a series of raids starting 
in the mid-Nineties; he was also indicted 
in 1998 and charged with conspiracy to 
distribute cocaine, crack and heroin. He 
was convicted and was later sentenced to 
life with no parole. 

“My homey's father was a huge influ- 
ence on my life, too,” Ross says, “The first 
dude to ever give me a $50 bill, the first 
person that bought me a pair of Filas. I 
remember tears almost came to my eyes 
— like, ‘Wow, I never had shoes that were 
560 before,” Around the time all this was 
going down, Ross says, it was actually Mi- 
chael who urged him to go straight. “He 
was the one who was like, "Yo, go get a job 
somewhere, man. Go be a fireman. Or go 
be a fucking corrections officer. Just go sit 
down somewhere.” 
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When the revelations about his CO 
days couldn't be squashed, Ross doubled 
down. He boasted of even bigger drug 
deals, even more illicit cash. He later 
put out an album called Teflon Don 
~ as in, nothing sticks. Amazingly, it 
worked: Fans clicked, shrugged and 





just kept on buying. Ross is like a hip- | 


hop Gatsby, who, by pronouncing him- 
self a kingpin, basically became one, To 
call him a fraud or a fabulist is to miss 
the point, because anytime Ross says, “I 


did that,” for all intents and purposes he | 


did do that, because “Rick Ross” is essen- 


tially just a character he’s created. And if 


there’s one thing Ross is really good at, 
it's playing Rick Ross. 

“I've been tested in this business, and 
I've proven that I'm nothing to be fucked 
with,” Ross says today. “And 1 love that. I 
think that’s what makes my story differ- 


ent. That's what makes me much more | 


complicated. That's what makes me 
much more interesting.” 

In 2009, Ross was called to testi- 
fy in a child-support case brought by 
Tia Kemp. He was claiming he only. 
earned about $200,000 a year; she 
was trying to prove he made much 
more. The result is comic role re- 
versal, in which a man who'd spent 
years exaggerating his wealth was 
suddenly trying to minimize it. 
The whole thing is great, but 
some parts are truly priceless 
- like this exchange between 
Ross and Kemp's attorney 
about how much he spends 
on food: 

Attorney: No. 15 says 
monthly meals outside the 
home, $200. That seems im- 
possible to me... 

Ross:...1 could have ate McDonald's. 1 
like McDonald's... 

Attorney: So are you testifying that 
you ate at McDonald's all last week? I 
can't imagine that’s true, 

Ross: I love a Big Mac combo. 

Or this, about Ross’ housekeeping 
costs: 

Attorney: The Laurel home, who keeps 
that clean? 





THE RECORD-RELEASE 
PARTY TAKES PLACE 
IN A HUGE MIAMI STRIP 
CLUB, WITH EIGHT 
STAGES, 30-FOOT 
STRIPPER POLES AND 





Ross: I have a friend-girl that cleans | 


up for me... 


Attorney: You don't pay anyone to | 


clean any of your homes? 

Ross; It’s a privilege to clean my home. 

And finally, this, concerning Ross’ ten- 
dency to possibly stretch the truth about 
his finances in magazine interviews: 

Attorney: [In] April of (08... there is a 
[magazine] article about you.... 

Ross; [Is this article] pertaining to 
my son? 

Attorney: Right now I'm just looking 
to see how much you really make for pur- 
pose of child support... 

Ross: Well, this is entertainment. 
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N THE FIRST SATURDAY 
in August, Ross is throw- 
ing an album-release party 
at a Miami strip club called 
King of Diamonds. He’ cel- 
ebrating what's shaping up 
to be his biggest first week 
yet — 218,000 copies, another Number 
One. The last time Ross had a big party 
at the club, he arrived in a helicopter, The 
time betore that, for his 35th birthday, he, 
Diddy, Pharrell and Lil Wayne purport- 
edly spent a million dollars. “Are you sure 
you ready?” Ross asks me before the party. 
“That's a question you gotta ask yourself, 
my brother.” 

It’s just before 2 a.m. when Gueci Pucci 
pulls up in his black Escalade. The park- 
ing lot is swarmed with hundreds of peo- 
ple. “This is gonna be a mission,” he says. 
He ducks inside the club for 20 minutes, 
then returns with what must be at least 
50 grand in cash = stacks of twenties and 
fifties wrapped in black rubber bands, He 


AT LEAST 200 


DANCERS. “IT’S LIKE 
A WALMART FOR 
HO’S!” SAYS ROSS. 


empties a box of Kleenex and stuffs it in- 
side, then changes his mind and shoves 
the cash in his pockets. 

DJ Khaled is here, wearing a T-shirt 
with the name of his album on it, People 
like Omarion and Chad Ochocinco are 
waiting inside. At one point Sam Sneak 
walks up, trailing at least 30 people be- 
hind him; in Miami, even Ross’ entourage 
has an entourage. And then, ina jet-black 
Rolls-Royce Phantom, the Boss arrives. 

The King of Diamonds is absolutely gi- 
gantic. (Rumor has it that it used to be a 
Costco, or a Sam's Club.) There are eight 
stages, and at least 200 dancers, Two 30- 
foot poles stretch from the floor all the 
way to the ceiling, and the décor can best 
be described as “mirror-y.” Guys in purple 
bow ties are sweeping singles off the stage 
with 10-foot brooms, The thousands of 


| patrons - about 50-50 men and women — 


are carrying bottles of Moét like it’s beer 


| and walking on a carpet of dollar bills. 


Upstairs on a private balcony, Ross and 
his crew pull out four blue Reebok shoe- 
boxes, all packed with bills, (They layered 
twenties on the outside for photos, but 





it’s mostly singles.) Two fully naked wait- 
resses bring over trays of Ciroc and Moét 
with sparklers in the bottles, shooting off 
sparks, and suddenly women are flocking 
to Ross. “It’s like a Walmart for ho's!” he 
says happily. Along with him tonight is a 
childhood friend who recently got out of 
federal prison, who he wants to show a 
good time. “Dance for him,” Ross says to 
one of the strippers, She starts dancing. 

The upstairs party continues for about 
half an hour. Then Ross is ready to per- 
form. “Let's walk,” he barks, and sudden- 
ly we're walking, Ross leading an exodus 
of hangers-on through the back hallways. 
He cuts through the dancers’ dressing 
room, surprising three very confused, very 
naked girls. It’s just like that kitchen scene 
in GoodFellas, only instead of busboys 
at the Copacabana, it’s Gemini, Precious 
and Illusion. A sign on the wall reminds 
them to “turn in all singles ASAP." It's just 
like that kitchen scene in Good Fellas, only 
with breasts. 

Ross pushes through the 
crowd and onto the stage, 
and about 60 people try to 

follow him. When it gets too 
crowded, the club’s security 
tries to push them back, but 
they can't get it done. Instead, 
Ghost — who's wearing some 
kind of crazy padded-knuckle 
punching gloves - lowers his head 
and charges and pushes back 40 
people at once, single-handedly. At 
one point, he also grabs one photog- 
rapher and literally tosses him out. 
Ross performs for about an hour, 
in front of a giant balloon banner that 
spells out mM, doing new hits and old 
ones. While he raps, girls on either side 
of him do their thing on the pole, includ- 
ing a girl named Strawberry who does 
this thing where she climbs upward with 
her legs, which, no offense to the gold- 
medal-winning U.S, gymnastics team, 
but wow. At one point Sam Sneak plays 
the “M-ni-m-m-m-m-m-aybach Music” 
noise for literally 10 seconds straight. It 
sounds awesome. 

By 5 a.m. Ross is done. The sun’s al- 
most coming up, and the club is clearing 
out. The floor is covered in chicken bones, 
bottles and cigarette butts; singles are still 
everywhere. Ross ducks out the back and 
into the Phantom, and heads home to his 
own bed for the tirst night in weeks. 

Tonight he'll fly to Toronto, and who 
knows where after that. But on this Sun- 
day morning, Big Will Roberts is the king 
of his city — high on weed and his own suc- 
cess, with Psalm 27 in his heart: 

And now my head will be lifted up 
above my enemies around me 

And I will offer sacrifices in His tent 
with shouts of joy; 

I will sing, yes 

[ will sing praises to the LORD. ® 
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Heiress, actress, singer, model — Lisette Lee wanted everyone 
to think she had it all, but beneath the bling were secrets, lies 
and private jets filled with weed, By Sabrina Rubin Erdely 


HAT’S GOING ON HERE? I'M A MODEL,” LISETTE 
6 Lee shouted, flinging open the door of her Escalade and 
assuming her most indignant expression. Her Chanel 
heels clicked on the tarmac, police lights flashed and si- 
rens blared, as she faced down federal agents swarm- 
ing in with guns drawn. Behind Lee, the two other cars 


in her convoy — a van and a Suburban — had also halted, its passengers emerging with 
their hands in the air. 

The agents who had been waiting for her at the Columbus, Ohio, airport regarded 
Lee with wariness and curiosity, taking in her expensive-tart look — false lashes, lav- 
ender eye shadow, tight black pants, lace-trimmed fuchsia satin camisole — and imper- 
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ious demeanor, all befitting a woman who 
had just arrived from Los Angeles via a 
Gulfstream jet now idling in the twilight. 

There was also the Hollywood-worthy 
entourage: a six-foot-nine, 300-pound 
bodyguard; and two personal assis- 
tants, one a 24-year-old woman in a prim 
blouse and pencil skirt, the other a tall, 
dark-haired man in a sports jacket whom 
agents had earlier watched press a linger- 
ing kiss on Lee’s pouty lips. 

From the moment they touched down 
minutes ago, the group had been in mo- 
tion, hurrying down the jetway to un- 
load their cargo: 13 huge suitcases so 
heavy that the two men had struggled to 
carry them, even the big guy. When con- 
fronted by the agents, Lee impatiently ex- 
plained that she was bringing supplies to 
a horse farm. Before the night was over 
she would amend her story, confessing 
she'd been given $60,000 in expenses 
for the trip, and while she didn’t know 
what she Was transporting in those suit- 
cases, she blithely figured it had to do 
with “weapons and money laundering or 
something.” 

Lee would go on to tell federal author- 
ities a lot of things about herself: that she 
was a famous Korean pop star as well 
as the heiress to the Samsung electron- 
ics fortune; she was so emphatic on this 
last point that on police paperwork agents 
listed “heiress” as her occupation. Back at 
home in L.A., Lee called herself the “Ko- 
rean Paris Hilton” and played the part of 
the spoiled socialite, with two Bentleys, 
a purse-size lap dog and, especially, her 
commanding, petulant personality that 
kept her posse of sycophants in check. It 
was as though Lisette Lee had studied 
some Beverly Hills heiress’s handbook: 
how to dress, how to behave, how to run 
hot and cold to keep people in her thrall 
~ in short, how to be a modern celebri- 
ty. But all of that would begin to unrav- 
el - amid the crowd and confusion on the 
Columbus tarmac that June 2010 evening 
~ once a drug-sniffing German shepherd 
padded over to the van and sat down, sig- 
naling a hit. 

Agents threw open the van doors. In- 
side the suitcases were more than 500 
pounds of marijuana in shrink-wrapped 
bricks. In Lee's crocodile purse were three 
cellphones, $6,500 in cash, a baggie of 
cocaine and a hotel notepad scrawled 
with weights and purchase prices totaling 
$300,000: a druy ledger. 

The Drug Enforcement Administra- 
tion would ultimately uncover the scope 
of Lee’s trafficking operation, estimating 
that in just eight months she and six eo- 
conspirators moved 7,000 pounds of weed 
from California to Ohio, pocketing $3 mil- 
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lion in profits. Incredibly, they'd pulled it 
off in plain sight. “It was all pretty elabo- 
rate,” says Tony Marotta, DEA assistant 
special agent in charge of Ohio, amazed at 
the plot's brazenness, “Look at the way she 
did it — she came in here like a queen! It's 
like there was something romantic about 
it in her mind. The whole thing is bizarre.” 
The most baffling part, however, was the 
mysterious figure standing at this nexus 
of glamour, thugs and drugs. When later 
that night one of the DEA agents informed 
her that she was under arrest, Lee looked 
dumbfounded. 

“But what will I wear in jail?” she asked, 


Y HAD ALL BEGUN SO INNO- 

cently four years earlier, in 2006, 

with two young women on a giddy 

blind girl-date, Twenty-year-old 

Meili Cady had only just met the 

young woman whose opulent $1.2 
million West Hollywood apartment she 
was now sitting in, sipping vodka while 
snuggled into the cream-colored couch, 
but it was already clear their friendship 
was written in the stars. At least, that's 
what Lee was telling her. 





WHEN DEA AGENTS TOLD HER 
THAT SHE WAS UNDER ARREST, 

A DUMBFOUNDED LEE ASKED, 

“BUT WHAT WILLIT WEARIN JAIL?” 





“You're everything Alex told me and so 
much more,” Lee said. “I just know we're 
going to be best friends.” 

Cady gazed fondly back at Lee, who 
looked every inch the haughty heiress 
she expected — in purplish contacts, eye- 
brows waxed to tapered arches and a mole 
penciled onto one flawless check. They'd 
been introduced by a mutual acquaintance 
whoid told Cady that his longtime friend 
Lee was bored of the rich, jaded brats with 
whom she typically kept company, and 
was seeking “a breath of fresh air,” 

Cady was an aspiring actress fresh from 
the small town of Bremerton, Washington 
- a pretty, friendly and goofy overshar- 
er. “He thought it could be a yin-and-yang 
friendship,” she says. At first Cady was 
skeptical; she'd seen Lee's MySpace page, 
decorated with luxury cars, jewels and un- 
smiling headshots, and figured they had 
little in common. But Cady was lonely. 
Since moving to L.A. a year earlier, she'd 
encountered little but the pain of fruitless 
auditions. She agreed to see Lee, 

When they met that day, Cady was re- 
lieved. Lee, in a form-fitting velour sweat- 
suit, greeted her with a hug. The girls 
spent the afternoon browsing funky shops 
along Melrose and instantly opened up to 





each other. Speaking with rapid-fire con- 
fidence, Lee told Cady all about her much 
older live-in boyfriend, Christian Navarro, 
a dashing wine entrepreneur nicknamed 
“the sommelier to the stars,” who curat- 
ed the cellars of Hollywood celebrities. 
Lee said she was an heiress to Samsung 
on her mother’s side, and that her father, 
whose family founded Sony, had made a 
fortune in casinos, Lee’s pedigree didn't 
stop there. She said she'd gone to Harvard, 
where there were statues in her family’s 
honor, and attended a London finishing 
school. Before that, she'd been enrolled at 
the tony L.A. prep school Buckley, where 
Lee and her mean-girl friends — “my army 
of skanks,” she called them - had taunt- 
ed schoolmate Paris Hilton, whod begged 
for her friendship. But mostly she talked 
about how she had grown disgusted with 
her glamorous life stocked with privileged 
phonies, like that “fat Armenian” Kim 
Kardashian. 

Cady and Lee became remarkably tight 
ina short time span, their friendship blos- 
soming over their cocktail hours in Lee’s 
condo, Lee was particular about setting 
the terms of their bonding. She insisted 


the two friends seal themselves away with 
no distractions - Cady’s cellphone turned 
off and no music or TV playing; even the 
curtains were drawn. “I'm a yampire,” Lee 
joked. Cady was flattered by Lee’s jealous 
attention, In that safe space, they talked 
and laughed for hours, getting silly - Cady 
cracking jokes and doing impressions, 
Lee deadpanning quotes from her favor- 
ite movie, Scarfuce — and confiding every 
thought and feeling, including their affec- 
tion for each other. “I love you so much. 'm 
so glad we're best friends,” they drunkenly 
effused, Lee told Cady she wanted to some- 
day be the godmother to Cady’s children. 

Looking back, Cady can't believe how 
easily Lee reeled her in - and how she fell 
for it. “We're so different that it makes 
us special,” Lee told her. “We can under- 
stand each other in ways that other peo- 
ple can't. You're so nice and friendly, but I 
know youre smart,” she added. “And peo- 
ple think I'm a bitch, but you know I'm a 
good person, And that’s our bond.” Cady 
beamed, She was grateful to have finally 
met someone genuine in L.A. 

The persona Lee unleashed upon the 
wider world, however, was that of a con- 
temptuous goddess primed for worship. 
Take the way, a few months before meet- 
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BREAKING BAD 
Lisette Lee, who claims to be a Samsung heiress and called herself the “Korean 
Paris Hilton," was busted for running an elaborate pot smuggling ring. 


ing Cady, Lee appeared on the set of the 
low-budget indie film The Doorman, in 
which she made a cameo as herself (“Li- 
sette Lee, model-socialite”). Lee was pure 
spectacle from the moment she arrived, 
with a fur coat and Chanel purse draped 
over her arm, her enormous bodyguard 
Frankie Edwards by her side. The film 
crew was prepared to cater to a VIP - ev- 
eryone was whispering Samsung - and 
treated her with deference as they filmed 
her visiting a Mercedes dealership, shop- 
ping along Rodeo Drive and dropping by 
her boyfriend's high-end wine shop. “She 
had this sense about her that she was 
spoiled and in charge,” remembers direc- 
tor Wayne Price, Finally, they wrapped at 
a Holmby Hills mansion, and everyone 
packed to leave. Lee, however, was eyeing 
her fellow castmate, 35-year-old aspiring 
actor Scott Brian Cooper. “I'm staying,” 
she instructed her bodyguard. “You can 
go home now.” The crew scurried out. Lee 
and Cooper climbed into bed. 

“She was a cocktease,” says Cooper now; 
to his dismay, they never had sex. And 
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yet for the next three years he was at her 
beck and call: “She's a person with tre- 
mendous control over other people. That's 
how she got her entertainment.” Cooper 
was a party boy with a talent for glom- 
ming onto L.A.'s wealthier denizens, like 
oil scion Jason “Gummi Bear” Davis, in 
whose apartment Cooper lived off and on — 
and who, coincidentally, Lee said had been 
a schoolmate of hers at Montclair Prep, 
another school for the rich and famous 
she claimed to have attended. Lee flaunted 
her wealth, driving a fleet of cars includ- 
ing a purple Mercedes, two Bentleys and 
an Aston Martin. Over sushi dinners fol- 
lowed by coy games of Truth or Dare and 


cocaine, Lee told Cooper that she lived off 


of Samsung dividends, and promised him 
a job at the company someday, 

But as much as men were drawn in by 
Lee's money and beauty, they were just as 
entranced by her demands for subservi- 
ence. And no matter how outrageous her 
antics, Lee never failed to stun others into 
submission, as when Cooper introduced 
her to his friend, record producer Bradley 


Spalter, who'd worked with Aaron Nev- 
ille and the boy band O-Town and was in- 
terested in recording her — after all, she'd 
said she was a Vogue model and a pop 
singer with hit singles in Asia. A hand- 
ful of people were there to greet Lee as 
she strutted into Spalter’s studio, her eyes 
hard as she scanned the group, homing on 
the biggest presence there: A black, six- 
foot-three, 400-pound aspiring rapper. 
She tossed him her keys. 

“Nigger, park my car!” she ordered. The 
room froze, then exploded in laughter. 

“This girl’s a star!” exclaimed Spalter. 
Lee never even cracked a smile. 


EE MADE SUCH A STRONG IM- 

pression that it became easy 

to overlook certain incon- 

sistencies. Like the fact that 

Jason Davis didn’t recall her 

from Montclair Prep. “She 
said she went to school with me, but I 
never knew the girl,” Davis says. How- 
ever, he shrugged it off, explaining, “I 
don't start trouble.” Her age was elusive, 
too, At 25, she passed herself off to most 
people - including her boyfriend — as 21. 
Three years later, she'd aged only a single 
year, telling everyone she was 22. There 
was also her occasional British accent, 
which Lee attributed to the influence of 
her “mum.” 

Her name was also shifty. Growing up 
in Beverly Hills, she'd first been called 
“Diana,” after the Princess of Wales. But 
despite any regal aspirations, Diana Lee 
had failed to make an impression as much 
more than a smart underachiever. As a 
teen she'd rebranded herself as “Chan- 
tel” before deciding upon the mellifluous, 
pan-ethnic “Lee Locascio Lee,” Yet Lee 
still took liberties, Sometimes she went 
by her modeling name, “Lisette Locas- 
cio.” When she was photographed at char- 
ity benefits, she was “Lisette Lee Morita.” 
For a time, she even carried a fake Cali- 
fornia driver's license (earning her a 2006 
forgery conviction) with the name Lisette 
Morita, along with a ritzy Bel Air address 
on Bellagio Road, 

“Morita, she said that was her dad’s 
name,” remembers Cady. “She said he was 
some kind of gangster.” Lee had dropped 
that fact casually, using the same noncha- 
lant tone as when Cady once opened the 
wrong drawer of Lee's hall table and was 
shocked to find a gun. “Well, what if some- 
one breaks in? I have expensive stuff,” 
Lee explained, adding, “Don't worry, I 
know how to use it.” (Lee says the gun 
wasn't hers.) Although Lee’s glamorous 
stories didn't add up, she spun them deft- 
ly enough that nobody seemed to catch on, 
especially Cady. All Cady could see was a 
young woman who had everything yet still 
complained of being terribly unhappy. 

For one thing, Lee's love life was a 
mess. Her relationship with fiance Chris- 
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tian Navarro was crumbling. Although 
Navarro was successful, handsome and 
rich - “good for business,” Lee told Coo- 
per — the pair fought constantly. Navar- 
ro sensed their days were numbered. Hed 
later suggest to the court it was due to 
their near-two-decade age difference and 
her wealth, Though he never knew for 
sure, he figured that the allowance she 
got from her parents was “very substan- 
tial...a lot more than I make.” He was 
convinced he'd never meet her material 
needs. Still, he was doing his best — like 
when she needed help with the down pay- 
ment on her $200,000 white Bentley, he 
paid it for her. 

Lee also complained to Cady about her 
demanding work life, attending Samsung 
meetings on behalf of her mom. She felt 
stifled, too, by her overprotective parents, 
whod hired a bodyguard to keep her safe, 
and micromanaged her life; according 
to three of Lee's friends, calls were often 
intercepted by a male voice — the fami- 
ly “valet” — who” inquire in a Continental 
accent, “Bellagio Estates, how may I help 
you?” Given how intrusive her folks were, 
Cady understood why Lee wasn't keen on 
introducing them. One day, though, Lee 
offered to show Cady her family’s grand 
Bel Air home. “You can’t come in, but I'll 
show you,” Lee said, driving them deep 
into the hills in her Bentley nicknamed 
“Diablo” after a Biggie Smalls lyric. The 
girls stopped at the gates of a sprawling 
mansion, “Wave!” Lee sang out, saying 
there were cameras everywhere. Just then, 
her phone rang. Lee looked rattled, but an- 
swered calmly; afterward, she told Cady 
that it was her family’s house manager de- 
manding to know what she was doing and 
who was in the car, 

While Lee seemed to resent her fami- 
ly's hawklike attention, she was also eager 
to drink up their love. The only times 
Lee seemed genuinely excited was when 
one parent or another would call and Lee 
would girlishly ery out, “Mummy!” But, in 
fact, she was harboring a heavy secret: A 
dysfunctional family narrative right out of 
some convoluted art-house film— or as Lee 
herself wryly called it, “the Asian Cirque 
du Soleil.” 


IKE HER FICTIONAL HERO 
Tony Montana, Lee maxi- 
mized her power over those 
around her. She surrounded 
herself exclusively with obe- 
dient sidekicks and avoided 
situations where people weren't prepped 
to be wowed by her presence, as when 
Cady onee invited her to a party at actor 
Jeremy Renner’s house: “Does he know 
who I am?” Lee asked, declining. Cady 
soon found their relationship shifting 
from friendship to master and servant as 
Lee tightened her leash, especially after 
Cady acquired a boyfriend. Lee made her 
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break plans at a moment's notice, scrolled 
through Cady’s phone “just to see what 
you've been up to,” and bought Cady a 
three-carat diamond ring, instructing her 
to display it on her engagement finger — a 
symbol of the girls’ emotional betrothal. 

But the more power Cady ceded, the 
more Lee treated her with public dis- 
dain. “This is my little desperate whore” 
is how she introduced Cady to Cooper. 
As for lovesick Cooper, Lee arranged to 
“accidentally” bump into him while din- 
ing at Spago with Navarro, stoking both 
men’s jealousies. So complete was Lee's 
hold that when playing Truth or Dare 
with Cooper and Cady one night, Lee or- 
dered the two to make out, and they com- 
plied without hesitation. “It was cruel,” 
remembers Cooper, who still ached for 
Lee's withheld affections. But no matter 
how much Lee’s minions toed the line, she 
wasn't satisfied. 

Then one night in 2009 while party- 
ing at Spalter’s house — where Cooper was 
then living — a new diversion presented it- 
self in the form of a coke-dealer acquain- 
tance of Cooper's. David Garrett was a 
laid-back 27-year-old Hispanic street 





LEE SAID SHE HAD GROWN DISGUSTED 
WITH HER GLAMOROUS LIFE STOCKED 
WITH PHONIES LIKE THAT “FAT 
ARMENTAN” KIM KARDASHIAN. 





thug with tattoos snaking up his neck 
and a swagger as easy as his laugh. Be- 
fore long, the heiress and the dealer were 
making out. “Go get me a bottle of Grey 
Goose,” Lee instructed Cooper, throwing 
$100 at him. He returned to find Lee and 
Garrett chatting in a bedroom. He hand- 
ed her the vodka bottle, 

“Keep the change,” she told Cooper and 
slammed the bedroom door in his face. 
Their courtship was over. 

Cooper stewed for weeks, then yelled 
at her: “I can't believe you hooked up with 
that thug! I'm gonna e-mail Samsung and 
tell them what their little heiress has been 
up to!” Soon afterward, according to Coo- 
per, Lee sent a black Escalade to pick him 
up to hang out. Instead, Cooper says he 
found himself in the back seat between 
two tough guys in a headlock, while the 
driver recited into a phone, “Yes, boss, 
we have the package.” The goons relieved 
Cooper of his Rolex, wallet and sneak- 
ers before leaving him by the roadside. 
(Lee denies Cooper's account; “Anything 
that comes out of that piehole is seriously 
damaged.”) That night Cooper got a text 
from Lee. 

Nobody talks to me like that, it read. 
Now you see, 





HEN WE ORIG- 
6 inally got in- 

volved, il was 

purely sexual, 

you know what 

I'm saying?” 
says Garrett now. Garrett was a grocery- 
store cashier's son, a Culver City High 
School dropout who" gotten his GED and 
worked brietly at Home Depot before be- 
coming a full-time drug dealer. Now, here 
he was, dating the granddaughter to Sam- 
sung - someone famous, he bragged to 
a friend. Their relationship seemed like 
proof that in America, anyone can rise to 
become a Somebody, so long as he strived 
hard enough. Garrett was intent upon im- 
pressing Lee. He told her he had a suppli- 
er who could provide him tons of pot, and 
that he knew of buyers in Ohio. Lee was 
interested — way more interested than he 
expected, he says. 

“It was weird, ‘cause you wouldn't think 
someone in her position would want to be 
anywhere near that type of lifestyle,” Gar- 
rett says. “But I took from it that maybe she 
was one of those rich girls that was bored. 
1 think she watched too many movies.” 





He was wary at the idea of doing business 
with someone from the straight world, but 
it seemed too good an opportunity to pass 
up. From his supplier in Arizona, Garrett 
could buy weed at $500 4 pound, which 
would sell in Ohio for at least $1,000 a 
pound - a 100 percent profit margin — if 
only they could figure out a way to trans- 
port the pot to the Midwest. Lee's lavish 
lifestyle held the answer: Theyd use a pri- 
vate jet, which was fast, discreet and would 
allow them to move so much weight that 
they'd easily recoup the $50,000-a-pop 
chartering cost. But Lee’s participation 
was key. A vato like Garrett would arouse 
suspicion as lead passenger on a private 
aircraft, but not Lee, who knew no one 
questioned her when she acted the part of 
the entitled star. Lee and Garrett agreed 
to split their responsibilities, with Garrett 
overseeing the buying and selling of drugs, 
and Lee arranging travel logistics, includ- 
ing hiring a staff. She knew just the person 
to start with. 

“| know I've been pretty much an abu- 
sive friend and taken you for granted. I 
want to change that,” Lee told Cady. “An 
opportunity has come up and I'm going to 
be able to hire you now. Even though you 
are underqualified,” she added, “it’s some- 
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THE INNER CIRCLE 


A master of deception, Lisette Lee lied and manipulated her friends, 
confidants and lovers into doing her bidding. 





THE BEST FRIEND 


Smaill-town girl Meili Cady was drawn to the glamorous front Lisette presented, and now 
finds herself under house arrest for her role in the smuggling ring. "From the definitions 
I've read of ‘sociopath,'" Cady says, “Lisette’s picture might as well be on Wikipedia." 


THE WINGMAN 





THE DEALER 





THE FIANCE 


THE DRIVER 





THE BOY TOY 





Christopher Cash 
helped Lee ar- 
range private jets 
before becoming 
her boyfrend 
Following her pat- 
terns of deception, 
Lee told the ring 
that he was her as- 
sistant, “Richard,” 





David Garrett 
Was a Streetwise 
drug dealer who 

became Lee's 

lover and weed 
connection, 
‘Everything that’s 
come out of her 
mouth was a lie,” 
he says today 


Christian Navarro, 
a “sommelier ta the 
stars," was Lee's 
long-suffering 
boyfriend - she 
described the rela- 
tionship as “good 
for business.” Me 
Was not in on the 
weed deal 


Henry Hernandez 
worked as 4 
doorman in Lee's 
building before 
she seduced and 
persuaded him to 
become her chauf- 
feur, helping her 
look the part of a 
high rolter, 


Holiywood wanna- 
be Scott Cooper 
fell under Lee's 
spell, He had no 
role in the traffick: 
ing, but says, "She 
has tremendous 
control over 
people, That's her 
entertainment," 





thing I want to do for you.” The put-down 
glanced off Cady, who was grateful both 
at the prospect of making money and to 
still be in the graces of her best friend. She 
didn’t know what the job was, exactly - 
Lee said Cady would be her traveling “per- 
sonal assistant,” paid $1,500 per trip — but 
by now, Cady was so used to relinquishing 
control that she didn't ask many questions. 
All she knew was that she'd sometimes be 
invited out to dinner with Lee and Garrett, 
then have to wait outside while the cou- 
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ple discussed “business” in the car, Cady 
took in stride the fact that Lee had yet an- 
other man in her life; Lee also told her she 
was Seeing Leonardo DiCaprio and Chan- 
ning Tatum. And then there was Navarro, 
with whom she'd moved into an expensive 
condo on the supertony Wilshire Corridor. 
But Lee was already looking for a place of 
her own, reportedly telling a real-estate 
agent she was a former law student and a 
model, e-mailing a photo of herself on the 
cover of a European edition of Vogue. 


Lee told the same stories about her so- 
cial life to her building's doorman, a stocky 
22-year-old named Henry Hernandez, 
who also believed she'd dated soccer god 
Cristiano Ronaldo. Then again, Hernan- 
dez would believe anything Lee said — 
because they were secretly dating too. 
Hernandez was a gentle, churchgoing soul 
who'd dropped out of college to work at the 
Regency Wilshire for lack of funds; to his 
surprise, Lee had befriended him until the 
two became romantically involved. It was 
then Lee suggested that since Hernan- 
dez wasn't earning much as a doorman, 
he should accompany her on a brief trip 
as her driver, for which she'd pay $3,000. 
Hernandez chalked up the fee to her feel- 
ings for him, which she'd also shown by 
giving him a titanium ring, worn on his 
left hand. He was in love. 

By November 2009, the scheme was 
up and running. Lee took care of the 
travel plans using a chartered-jet bro- 
ker, wiring hundreds of thousands of dol- 
lars in payment through Cady’s pitifully 
small bank account — something Cady ex- 
pressed reservations about until Lee shut 
her up. “Babe, I could throw a stick out 
the window and hit a girl in the fucking 
head who'd do this in a second for what 
you're getting paid,” she snapped. “It’s 
fucking insulting when you don’t want to 
work for it.” 

The day before a “trip,” the crew 
would assemble at Garrett's apartment 
for “wardrobe,” when up to 17 off-brand 
suitcases would arrive packed with mar- 
ijuana, They'd added two more people 
to the roster: Lee’s longtime bodyguard, 
Frank Edwards, 39, who‘ later say he 
always figured himself a prop to pump 
up Lee’s prestige since he never saw any 
threat from which to protect her; and 
Young Ko, 36, a friend of Garrett’s who'd 
been laid off from a security company. 
Lee dubbed the group “Team LL” - as in 
Lisette Lee. Everyone would head to Van 
Nuys — the small airport celebrities prefer 
to LAX for its anonymity — and, hauling 
the heavy luggage, board a Gulfstream jet. 
Upon touchdown in Ohio, stretch limos 
would whisk them to a hotel. A few days 
later, they'd return to the airport with 
their suitcases considerably lighter. 

As Lee's lackeys rolled onto the tarmac 
ina luxury-car convoy, they created a con- 
vincing illusion of a celebrity’s entourage; 
Lee had expertly costumed them in pro- 
fessional dress - the men in jackets and 
ties, Cady in glasses with her hair worn 
up. No one was more convincing than 
Lee, however. Having cast herself as the 
diva, she would step out of the car ~ Tupac 
blasting from the stereo — in oversize Cha- 
nel sunglasses and a fur coat, carrying her 
Chihuahua and barking orders at every- 
one. This was more than method acting at 
its finest. This was the role she was born to 
play: a true gangster princess, “She want- 
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ed to be bigger and badder than anybody,” 
remembers Cady. 

The more Lee inhabited the role, the 
harsher she became to those around her. 
Cady asked Lee to take it easy on them. 
“T've seen you be so kind, I know youre a 
good person,” Cady encouraged. 

“No, I am a bitch,” Lee snapped. “I 
shouldn't have to pretend to be something 
I'm not,” 


WO TRIPS IN NOVEMBER, 
two in December, three in 
January — in no time, Team 
LL’ stage-man- 
aged drug runs 
became routine. 
It didn’t take long for everyone 
to figure out what they were 
transporting, what with the 
odor of marijuana filling the 
cabin of the jet. “We need to 
do something about the fuck- 
ing smell. This is not safe,” Lee 
complained, after which they 
habitually stuffed the luggage 
with scented dryer sheets and 
doused the bags with Febreze. 

Not that Lee openly dis- 
cussed the contents of those 
suitcases with her underlings; 
their willingness to sit and pre- 
tend that they weren't sharing 
an aircraft with a quarter-ton 
of pot was yet another exer- 
cise in Lee’s authority, But it 
was also as though Lee hadn't 
fully thought out some basic el- 
ements of the scheme. Like the 
flimsy cover story she provid- 
ed the group: “If anyone asks, 
we're shooting a music video,” 
she told them, despite having zero film 
equipment. There was also the element of 
dramatic play, as when Lee assigned every- 
one “double-0” code numbers so they could 
safely refer to one another over the phone; 
her own number was 007, It was as though 
Lee was disengaged from the reality of 
their actions - with no real sense of the 
risk, or consequences — and instead was fo- 
cusing her energies upon maintaining her 
mastery over others. Granted, managing 
her peons was becoming messier, now 
that their cargo had become an open se- 
cret, spooking everyone, and also given the 
inconvenient fact that Lee had two lovers 
as her traveling companions - a challenge 
even with Lee's considerable skills. 

When the truth finally dawned on 
Cady, around the fourth trip, she pan- 
icked; “That's definitely illegal, that’s mov- 
ing drugs! 1 was a drug trafficker and [ 
had just gotten the news.” But she worried 
she was in too deep to back out. And she 
was too fearful to discuss the matter with 
Lee, who had taken a dark turn. On their 
flights she'd swig Bombay gin from the bot- 
tle, sometimes emptying half a liter by the 
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time they landed. She would fire her em- 
ployees on a whim so they could prove their 
loyalty by begging for their jobs back. Ev- 
eryone was on edge, bracing for Lee to be- 
rate them. “She treated people like dogs,” 
remembers Garrett. More ominous were 
her threats. “I'm gonna bury you,” she'd 
warn anyone who pissed her off. Lee talk- 
ed about having a hit man on speed dial, of 
hiring private investigators, tapping every- 
one’s phones, and putting Garrett's condo 
under video surveillance. 

Around the 11th trip, in April 2010, Gar- 
rett was through with Team LL. “We had a 


CANNIBUST 
The DEA estimated Lee's crew moved 
7,000 pounds of weed from L.A, to Ohio, 
pocketing $3 million, 


bad breakup, but it wasn't personal, more of 
a falling out on a professional level,” he says. 
“It was a trust issue.” Garrett regretted 
being involved with amateurs. He bailed 
from the scheme, as did Young Ko. Despite 
Garrett's departure, however, Lee was de- 
termined to continue. She immediately 
recruited a man she introduced to Team 
LL as her assistant of six years, “Richard,” 
who joined them on two trips ~ and, per- 
haps not coincidentally, also signed on 
as Lee's newest boyfriend. Second-string 
lover Hernandez, finding himself uncere- 
moniously dumped, sat in the back of the 
plane, looking miserably out the window. 

In reality, “Richard” was Christopher 
Cash, a 32-year-old jet broker who'd ar- 
ranged some of their flights and, having 
deciphered what they were doing, agreed 
to join them, He'd actually known Lee for 
five months. “She had told each one of us 
to lie about how we knew her,” says Cady, 
who, following instructions, had been tell- 
ing everyone that she and Lee were child- 
hood friends. 

By this time, Cady knew that Lee wasn't 
everything she seemed. Back in L.A. a 


close friend of Cady’s who'd grown up 
wealthy was introduced to Lee at a din- 
ner — one of the rare times Lee met anyone 
from Cady’s world - and told Cady she had 
doubts whether Lee was really an heiress. 
“She looks cheap. Her Chanel necklace 
looks fake. She has no social graces,” the 
friend told Cady. Not long afterward, in 
Lee’s new condo at the Remington, one of 
the Wilshire Corridor’s poshest buildings, 
Lee showed Cady two new paintings she'd 
acquired, explaining at length that they 
were gifts from her mother, and that the 
artist was a family friend in Paris. Cady 
was suitably impressed. The 
following week, Cady saw both 
pictures for sale at Bed Bath & 
Beyond. 

Cady chose to say nothing. 
“I loved her, I couldn't believe 
it was all fake,” she remem- 
bers. There was another rea- 
son Cady remained in denial. 
If she admitted that Lee was a 
liar, she explains, “That would 
open up too many possibilities, 
like, ‘Am I in danger?’” When 
it came time for another trip, 
Cady tried to find an excuse to 
stay behind, but Lee shamed 
her into going, saying, “I went 
out on a limb to hire you. Ifyou 
fuck this up, then good luck to 
you in life!” Wrung out after all 
of Lee’s emotional beat downs, 
Cady couldn't see a way out, 

Finally, on June 14th, 2010, 
while the Gulfstream depart- 
ed Van Nuys for Columbus 
with its four passengers — Lee, 
“personal assistant” Cady, boy- 
friend Cash and bodyguard 
Edwards — the DEA in Ohio was fielding 
a call about the highly suspicions flight. 
Turns out, Lee didn’t realize that she had 
been assigned the same pilots more than 
once, and she'd given the same fishy sto- 
ries to explain the trips, Airport personnel 
took note that it was the second or third 
time she claimed to be moving to Colum- 
bus from L.A., as well as of the surprising 
volume and weight of the baggage. By the 
time the plane landed in Columbus, agents 
were waiting. And as a DEA agent snapped 
the cuffs behind Lee's back. her arrogant 
expression crumpled into one of defeat. 


EE’S REAL STORY, WHICH 
emerged in court, turned 
out to be, if anything, even 
stranger and harder to be- 
lieve than the version she had 
been telling in L.A., a soap- 
opera-worthy biography that began with a 
tale of forbidden loye. Lisette was born out 
of wedlock in Seoul in 1981. with the name 
Ji Yeun Lee. Family members testified 
through an interpreter that her mother, 
Corine Lee, was a daughter of the late 
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Samsung founder, Byung-Chul Lee, mak- 
ing her a member of one of Korea's rich- 
est and most reticent families. Her father's 
background, however, wasn't so illustrious, 
Yoshi Morita was a casino mogul; one of Li- 
sette’s relatives described him as a “gang- 
ster” before clarifying that in Asia, people 
in the casino business are often referred to 
this way and Morita is simply a business- 
man. Complicating matters further, Mori- 
ta was Japanese, and owing to Korean 
cultural norms that condemn interracial 
relationships, marriage wasn't an option 
for the couple. The baby’s very existence 
would be a stain on the name of the prom- 
inent Lees. Lisette was informally adopt- 
ed by Morita’s close friend Bum Geol Lee, 
a sixth-degree black belt known as “Mas- 
ter Lee,” whom Morita had met while they 
were in martial-arts training together. “He 
had to look for a friend to take care of his 
family,” Master Lee explained to the court. 

Master Lee and his wife, Lauren, took 
the child to live with them in the States, 
where Master Lee took up work in Bever- 
ly Hills as a private tae kwon do instruc- 


her a Mercedes convertible and a Ferra- 
ri 360 Modena Spider. Master Lee didn’t 
approve. “He really thought that was un- 
necessary, Lisette remembers. Morita’s 
ostentation was undermining the hum- 
bler values of Master Lee, whom Lisette 
describes as virtuous. “Master Lee and 
my father are yin and yang. My father’s 
the dark one, Master Lee's the light,” she 
says. And as Lisette matured, the two 
men clashed, Master Lee testified that he 
threatened he'd only continue caring for 
Lisette if Morita left the picture altogeth- 
er. “I was always worried about her,” Lee 
testified, “That’s why | just wanted her to 
have one father and one father only. That's 
why I told him to stop contacting her." 
Lisette Lee, caught in a tug of war be- 
tween her fathers, had been resolving her 
daddy issues the same way she'd been 
handling her love life: She was seeing 
one behind the other’s back. And she was 
trapped ina classic rich-kid existential eri- 
sis. Swaddled with too much money, she 
was not spending her days in Samsung 
boardrooms, as she'd led others to believe. 





“L THINK OF MEN AS COMMODITIES,” 
LEE SAYS. “AND THE PRETENSES I 
GIVE PEOPLE HAVE TO DO WITH 
HOW MUCH VALUEI GIVE THEM.” 


tor for film-industry clients, and Lau- 
ren was a stay-at-home mom. As Lisette 
grew, Master Lee sent her not to the cost- 
ly L.A, private schools she had claimed, 
but to the local public school, Hawthorne 
Elementary. After her eighth-grade year, 
says Lisette from prison in Northern Cal- 
ifornia, he was loath to send her to Bever- 
ly High, worrying about drug use there. 
Instead, seeking to shield Lisette from 
the corrupting influence of the outside 
world, he enrolled her in Laurel Springs. 
a home-schooling program that provides 
online courses and private tutors for child 
stars like Hayden Panettiere and Kristen 
Stewart, 

Through it all, Lisette’s biological par- 
ents remained in the picture, lavishly 
funding a life of excess. Lisette milked 
the arrangement for all it was worth: “If 
I couldn't get something from Master 
Lee and Lauren, T would run to my mom 
and dad.” Lisette said Morita support- 
ed her with cash payments of as much 
as $100,000 a month — a figure so astro- 
nomical that during a court hearing, dis- 
cussion erupted over whether it could bea 
typo. Master Lee would claim the number 
was closer to $50,000 annually. Lisette 
says she traveled the globe as a teen with 
her family and was spoiled by her birth 
father, who for her 16th birthday bought 
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She was doing nothing. “I was overdosed 
on my options,” she remembers matter- 
of-factly. She says she'd taken a stab at 
modeling and singing in Korea, but didn’t 
find either “challenging.” As a teen, shed 
dreamed of being an actor. Now she wasn't 
sure what she wanted. “Christian used to 
tell me, ‘Don't be another trust-fund ca- 
sualty- It’s like an internal war with your- 
self, like, ‘Do I really need to get up out 
of bed today?’” She filled the void with “a 
lot of purposeless socializing. No direc- 
tion, really.” 

The portrait of Lisette that emerged in 
court was that of a nonstop identity crisis, 
as shed morphed from Ji Yeun to Diana 
to Chantel to Lisette. Faced with choosing 
her true paternity, deciding between the 
shadowy Morita versus the sunny Master 
Lee, Lisette at last resolved her identity 
struggle - by turning to drug trafficking. If 
she was truly a “gangster’s” daughter, then 
so be it. Lisette had taken charge of her 
own destiny by becoming the authentic 
mafia princess she believed she was born 
to be, But at the same time, curiously, it 
appeared Lisette was also making moves 
to start a legitimate career. In a search of 
her apartment, the feds had found a Sam- 
sung press release announcing a VIP-on- 
ly event starring “third-generation heir- 
ess, Ms. Lisette Lee Morita.” It was dated 


the day before her final drug run. Maybe 
Lisette was preparing to climb back onto 
the straight and narrow by stepping into 
the other role tailor-made for her, and as- 
sume the crown of Samsung royalty. 

In June 2011, Lisette Lee faced a Co- 
lumbus federal judge, having finally 
thrown in the towel with a guilty plea. 
“I believe, Ms. Lee, that you were naive,” 
said Judge Algenon Marbley. He revealed 
that her psychological evaluation had de- 
scribed her as having a significant “narcis- 
sistic dimension,” which had underscored 
her crimes. “You knew it was wrong, but 
there was a certain fascination,” the judge 
mused. “It almost appears that you be- 
lieved that you were playing a role.” He 
sentenced her to six years. 

There was just one more wrinkle. As 
word of the Samsung-heiress-turned- 
drug-trafficker splashed across news- 
papers around the world, the Samsung 
corporation had something to say on the 
matter, They denounced the press release 
found in Lee's apartment as a forgery. Lee 
never worked for Samsung; on the witness 
stand, even her own family denied she was 
an employee. And Samsung dropped an- 
other bombshell, via a statement: “Lisette 
Lee is not.an heiress of Samsung and is not 
a member of Samsung's Lee family.” 


F ALL THE STRIKING 
things about meeting Lee, 
the greatest surprise is the 
thick, affected British ac- 
cent she’s using today, “This 
whole ‘T was trying to cre- 
ate an identity’ - 1 don’t know who in their 
right mind wants to create an identity as a 
drug traaahnsport mule,” she says, as she 
recalls the courtroom strategy presented by 
her lawyers, who she tells me were “bum- 
blefuck incompetents.” “So let's nix that.” 
At federal prison in Dublin, California, 
wearing regulation blues that match her 
colored contact lenses, Lisette Lee would 
like to set a thing or two straight, But get- 
ting a straight answer out of Lee is dif- 
ficult, Leaning forward in her chair, her 
heavily made-up eyes staring unwavering- 
ly into my own, she's a slippery talker with 
a gift for open-ended answers, lending 
themselves to misinterpretation in ways 
that burnish her mythology. Like when 
she's sifting through a stack of photos she’s 
brought as proof of her modeling career 
~ speaking vaguely of “fashion houses,” a 
“campaign” and an “ad-verf-isment” for a 
Korean cosmetics company — and I inter- 
rupt to ask about one picture. 
“That was actually for a promo,” Lee 
says. 
A promo for... 
We look at each other for a beat. 
“You know, a promo for - my portfolio.” 
She looks momentarily deflated. 
Lee now reluctantly admits that she 
never went to Harvard, [Coent, on 84) 
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After a decade of 
chasing their bliss, 
the psych-rock kings 
head into the garage 





Animal Collective 
Centipede Hz domino 

kak 

BY JON DOLAN 

Midway through the 10th 
Animal Collective album, the 
band’s main vocalist, Avey 
Tare, shouts, “I get wide-eyed! 
Wide-eyed!” into infinity — like 
some kind of psychedelic drill 
sergeant leading a battalion 
of dream warriors into battle 
against the forces of droopy- 
lidded normalcy. It’s a fitting 
salvo: AC are the pre-eminent 
mystic seekers of the Brook- 
lyn indie-rock demimonde - 
what the Grateful Dead were 
to the San Francisco ballroom 
scene or what Television were 
to CBGB punk. Though they 
started off in the early ‘00s 
crafting artisanal noise jams, 
they came into their own pur- 
suing sweeping beauty for its 
own dilated sake, mixing frac- 
tured Beach Boys vocals, gyric 
dance beats and geeked-out 
melodic grandeur into high- 
power serotonin slushies like 
2009's Merriweather Post Pa- 
vilion. If you buy their naive 
magic, they can convince you 
they're the last truly unself- 
conscious flower puppies left 
in asnark-laden age. 

By now, though, Animal Col- 
lective have been tripping their 
teats off for more than a dec- 
ade, and everyone's gotta come 
down a little sometime. So, 
Centipede Hz is a touch more 
earthbound than we've come to 
expect from them - a return to 
what the band calls its garage- 
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rock “roots” (recorded, fittingly, 
on a ranch). “Moonjock” opens 
with cartoonishly wicked one- 
note noise blasts and evolves 
into something akin to Sleigh 
Bells, by way of the Dead's “The 
Eleven.” On the next song, “To- 
day's Supernatural,” over simi- 
larly bracing guitar smacks and 
a groove that suggests Jane's 
Addiction reborn as the hot- 
test polka band on Planet Zorp, 
Tare sings, “Sometimes you got- 
ta go get... mad!” 

One wonders what makes 
Animal Collective mad (uni- 
corn poachers?). But the re- 
sults often sound like a band 
knocking around in a room 
and not just using the studio as 
escape pod, from the screama- 
delic two-step “Applesauce” 


to the fluorescent folk rock of 


“Rosie Oh,” which ends with a 
robot voice big-upping “John- 
nie Walker!” - perhaps a nod to 
AC’s new taste for harder stuff. 

The linear pulse, and a par- 
ing back of their signature ka- 
leidoscopic Pet Sounds harmo- 
nies, might bum out the band’s 
cult — people who took Merri- 
weather as cause to go off their 
antidepressants. But fear not, 
hipster Hobbits, even when 
Animal Collective go “garage 
rock,” it’s still pure psych-rock 
Romper Room. This is a band 
that takes deep vocal influ- 
ence from Donovan's “Hurdy 
Gurdy Man,” which ping-pongs 
from East Asian classical mu- 
sic to post-punk drum circles 
to gooey doinktronica, whose 
tripnotic circular rhythms (via 
Stewart Copeland fan Panda 
Bear) are often more like GIFs 
than grooves, which drops a 
jam called “Father Time” that 
sounds like Xavier Cugat play- 
ing an ashram. 

What gives Centipede Hz its 
relatable gravity is that, this 
time out, Animal Collective 
sound more like creatures who 
put their skinny jeans on one 
hoof at a time. “Wonder how I 
even wrote this song/Does this 
not occur to almost everyone?” 
Tare sings on “Monkey Riches.” 
For a band that usually seems 
to be eternally shambling to- 
ward transcendence, a shot 
of ambivalence is a brave new 
kind of pick-me-up. 
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The Voice: 


Garfunkel 
in 1969 


Fitty Years 
of Gartunkel’s 
Gold Sounds 


Generous hits collection showcases the subtlety 
and sweetness of one of pop’s greatest voices 


Art Garfunkel The Singer Columbia/Legacy ® % ¥ *V2 


A rare combination of angelic delicacy and 

extraordinary power, Art Garfunkel’s voice 

=) has lent reverie and wonder to songs for 

' nearly 50 years. This two-CD set, lovingly 

err curated by Garfunkel himself, collects 34 

examples of his best work, beginning with Simon and Gar- 

funkel classics such as “The Sound of Silence” and “Bridge 

Over Troubled Water” and moving through solo standouts 

like his gossamer version of the Beach Boys’ “Disney Girls.” 
It's a revelation from start to finish. 

One of The Singer's particular plea- <iiiase Daas 
sures is its nonchronological sequence; sonia Water.” 
when a live rendition of “For Emily, “jena” 
Wherever I May Find Her” surprisingly 
emerges between the elegant New York reminiscence of 
“Perfect Moment” and Garfunkel’s duet with James Taylor 
on the Everly Brothers’ “Crying in the Rain,” it hits with all 
its original power. Two previously unreleased songs, “Lena” 
and “Long Way Home,” stand up well in this impressive 
company. Finally, The Singer is a masterpiece of subtlety. 
Garfunkel is obviously capable of bravura moments, as on 
Jimmy Webb's “Skywriter,” but he's a master of restraint. 
This set’s impact, then, results from the numberless grace- 
ful choices Garfunkel makes as a performer, allowing his 
yoice to serve these evocative songs while letting them 
serve as vehicles for his peerless voice, ANTHONY DECURTIS 


KEY TRACKS: 





Divine Fits 

A Thing Called Divine Fits 
Merge 

eee 

An indie-rock supergroup 
displays its striking chemistry 


Spoon’s Britt Daniel and Wolf 


Parade’s Dan Boeckner are 
both true coffee achievers: 
high-energy dudes who tend 
to write tightly wound songs. 
So it’s no shock that their side 
band is a genuine synthesis. 
Daniel’s sharp guitar and 
Boeckner’s drone-y keyboard 
come together on jittery jags 
that gain urgency by feeling 
knocked out — from the break- 
neck Kraftwerk of “The Salton 
Sea” to the Wire trance spack- 
le of “Neopolitans.” On the 
Boys Next Door cover, “Shiv- 
ers,” Daniel sings about try- 
ing not to have a breakdown, 
against paint-peeling noise 
~ it’s a song about coming un- 
glued, from some guys who re- 
ally ought to spend more time 
together. JON DOLAN 





Ry Cooder 
Election Special 
Nonesuch/Perro Verde 
*xknex 


A guitar great takes a shot at 
political satire and hits the mark 


The master guitarist opens 


this vigorously partisan gem of 


gritty picking and black humor 
with areal country-funk howl: 
“Mutt Romney Blues,” sung 
from the strapped-to-the-car- 
roof view ofthe Romney family 
hound. But Election Special is 
protest music delivered with a 
patriot’s gifts - the American- 
roots beauty and expert fire in 
Ry Cooder’s playing - and long 
memory. His mocking, fear- 
ful take on current events in 
“The Wall Street Part of Town” 
and “The 90 and the 9” is eer- 
ily close to the suffering and 
inequity in the old blues and 
folk covers on Cooder’s early 
LPs. The history repeating 
itself here shouldn't happen 
to a dog. DAVID FRICKE 


76 * KK Classic] @ © Sw Excellent! * W ® Good| % & Fair! *& Poor Ratings are supervised by the editors of ROLLING STONE. 


STEIN 


WOM HUN 


MEDINA 


REBECCA MILLER: JEFFREY UPBERG/WIREIMAGE, RJ CAPAK/ WIREIMAGE, JAMIEJAMES 


LOCK WISE FROM TOP 


TOP SINGLES 


Mumford: Stull Truckin’ 


Mumford & Sons ‘7 Will Wait” *** 


Mumford & Sons’ debut was a 
surprising breakout record: A 
bunch of Pogues-loving Brits 
dressed like they just galloped 
in from the set of Little House 
on the Prairie suddenly became 
the next Coldplay. But maybe 
we shouldn't have been sur- 
prised; where most folk music 
goes for intimacy, M&S go for 
arena grandeur. They’ve jokingly 
described their forthcoming LP, 
Babel, as “Black Sabbath meets 
Nick Drake," and this single 
shades in that direction with 

its hammer-down forlornness 
and road-weary lyrics about 
living through “days of dust.” 
But then the Mummies serve up 
some bread and butter on the 
chorus, a Bono-big pledge of 
fidelity perfect for misty-eyed 
singalongs. JON DOLAN 


The xx: Two Aching 


Voices ina 


Velvet Sea 


The xx “Chained” * * ** 


Ma@eieveGroft, Sim 


This second track from the xx’s 
forthcoming second album plays 
Oliver Sim's vocals off Romy 
Madley-Croft's, and the result is 
like Marvin Gaye and Tammi Ter- 
rell circling each other in a space 
station, uniting only for the rela- 
tionship post-mortem hook: “We 
used to get closer than this/Is it 
something you miss?” Jamie XX’s 


sleight-of-hand minimalism - the offbeat kick drum, the 
thunder-rumble ride cymbal, the rimshot syncopation — is 
no less intoxicating; at present he may be the most elegant 
beatmaker in pop. That they also have the best haircuts In 


indie rock hardly matters. 


WILL HERMES 


A Moody R&B Thrill 
From Beyond the Grave 


Aaliyah feat. Drake “Enough Said” * * * 
Aaliyah fans reacted violently to the release of 


“Enough Said,” in which a 


new beat, and some 


Drake rapping, are grafted to a vocal by the 
late singer. Drake's rap feels like a desecra- 
tion: desultory boasting, pointless “Wassups,” 
slapped on like gaudy graffiti tags. Airbrush 
out his contribution -— the Web has already 
obliged - and it’s an engrossing record, with 
eerily stark production from Noah “40" She- 
bib: a great fit, and a worthy tribute, to R&B’s 


most avant-garde diva. 


JODY ROSEN 





LISTEN NOW! Hear these songs and more hot new tracks at rollingstone.com/songs. 
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Marcus 
Mumford 
(right) & Sons 


SHORT CUTS 


Wavves 
“Hippies Is Punks” 
keer 
Wavves' Nathan 
Williams sounds 
under the influence 
of his girlfriend, 
Bethany “Best Coast” 
Cosentino, on this 
indie trinket. Cleaner 
and peppier than 
Wavves’ usual scuzz 
pop, it’s like Dinosaur 
Jr. after a Phil Spec- 
tor binge, and proof 
that in 2012 the title 
is truer than ever. 
W.H. 


Mariah Carey 
(feat. Rick Ross 
and Meek Mill) 


“Triumphant 

(Get Em)” 

xy 

After an eventful hia- 
tus - one marriage, 
two babies, an $18 
million American /dol 
contract - Carey has 
returned to her true 
calling: shattering 
stemware with fal- 
setto trills. For most 
of this song she's 
bewilderingly AWOL, 
ceding the spotlight 
to Meek Mill and Rick 
Ross, who ably do 
their thing (ie. brag 
about money). When 


Carey does turn it 
up, she’s on-point, a 
self-help guru with a 
five-octave range.J.r. 


Bob Mould 

“The Descent” 
“xe 

The Hiisker DU/Sugar 
vet drops a blast of 
hook-chiseled quitar 
noise with rueful 
lyrics that lead to a 
refrain of “Can | try 
to make it up to you 
somehow?" As guilt- 
punk purges go, it's 
not the Haskers’ “| 
Apologize,” but it's a 
nice return to form, 


“Paradise” 

“** 

There are a lot of 
indie-pop guys 

out there spool- 

ing out sad synth 
goo, But Brooklyn's 
Jack Tatum takes 
pouty art pop to 
new heights: Wild 
Nothing's forthcom- 
ing disc is a song 
cycle about the lunar 
cycle, and this single 
is a velveteen slab 

of New Wave disco 

- it's moony in every 
sense J.D. 














BOOTLEGS 


My Morning 
Jacket 


Red Rocks, 
Morrison, Colorado 


August 3rd-4th, 2012 


Fans who bought tickets to 
My Morning Jacket’s two- 
night stand at Red Rocks 
got a pretty incredible 
surprise: 58 songs, six and 
a half hours of music and 
not a single tune played 
twice. Road-tested originals 
like “Wordless Chorus” and 
“Gideon” were as mind- 
blowing as ever, but the 
covers made the shows a 
bootleggers’ paradise. Jim 
James and Co. dug out Elton 
John’s “Rocket Man,” the 
Clash's “Rock the Casbah,” 
George Harrison's “Isn't It a 
Pity” and INXS’ “Never Tear 
Us Apart.” Things reached a 
new level of awesomeness 
during the encore of Night 
Two when John Oates and 
a horn section came out for 
a scorching cover of Curtis 
Mayfield’s “Move On Up.” If 
their career ever dries up, 
MMJ have a bright future as 
the world’s best wedding 
band, ANDY GREENE 





David Bowie 


Rock Werchter Festival, 
Werchter, Belgium 

July Sth, 1997 

David Bowie had retired his 
hits by 1997, giving him the 
opportunity to dig out gems 
like “Quicksand,” “Stay” 

and “Hallo Spaceboy” at 
this Belgium festival date. 
The late Nineties may have 
been a low point in his 
recording career, but by the 
time the band ripped into 
“Scary Monsters (And Super 
Creeps),” fellow performers 
Live and Jamiroquai must 
have realized that even a 
diminished Bowie |s a force 
of nature. A.G. 


follingstone.com | ROLLING Stone | 77 


a REVIEWS MUSIC 





Pimp Your iPad Studio 


Three inexpensive ways to make your bedroom recordings come alive 


Everyone from teenage novices to big-name rock stars has begun recording music on their iPads, 
and hardware manufacturers have responded with a ton of sleek new gear that connects directly 
to your tablet. The result? It’s easier than ever before to make beats, tap out a vintage-sounding 
synthesizer line or cut some killer home demos. 


| 4 ON-THE-GO CONSOLE 


Alesis iO Dock $200 


A sort of portable re- 
cording console, the 

iO lets you plug in 
guitars, mics, a MIDI 
keyboard and studio 
monitors directly into 
your iPad. Once every- 
thing is connected, you 
can lay down your tracks 
in GarageBand or a slew of 
other music-making apps. 































} ¢ POWERFUL MIC 


Apogee MIC $199 

With an old-school look, this 
studio-quality condenser mic 
connects directly into your iPad or 
iPhone (they also work with Macs 
and some PCs) - just plug in and 
you can record on GarageBand 
within seconds. With 24-bit analog- 
to-digital conversion, the sound is 
crisp - perfect for both on-the-go 
acoustic demos or podcasts. 


} KILLER KEYBOARD 


Samson Carbon 49 USB MIDI 
Controller s90 


“Playing” a virtual piano by tapping an iPad 
screen can be frustrating. This light, inexpen- 
sive MIDI keyboard solves that problem. Con- 
nect it to your tablet and cue 
up GarageBand or any 
number of synth and 
keyboard apps while 
tweaking sounds by 
pitch-shifting and 
modulating on the 
keyboard. Bonus fea- 
ture: a handy built-in 
iPad stand 

PATRICK DOYLE 
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2 Chainz 

Based ona T.R.U. Story 
Def Jam 

wk, 

Sex, punch lines and nonstop 
liveliness from on-the-rise MC 


Tauheed Epps has been around 
since the Nineties, when he 
was one half of the Southern 
duo Playaz Circle. But he re- 
cently took up the moniker 
2 Chainz, and turned into hip- 
hop’s most promiscuous, and 
hilarious, guest verse-supplier. 
His commercial solo debut is 
packed with A-list cameos and 
producers, but 2 Chainz com- 
mands the spotlight — rapping 
about success and sex with the 
irrepressible enthusiasm of 
the upstart he isn’t. Occasion- 
ally he admits he’s been around 
for a while. But the confession 
comes with a punch line. Actu- 
ally, two punch lines: “Former 
Posturepedic, I was slept on/ 
So many chains it look like my 
neck gone.” JODY ROSEN 





Lianne La Havas 

Ts Your Love Big Enough? 
Warner Bros. 

Keer, 

Buzzed-over Brit cuts a path 
between soul and folk 


“I found myself in a second- 
hand guitar,” sings London 
chanteuse Lianne La Havas 
on the title track of her debut 
album. That’s not idle talk. 
La Havas, just 22, is a nat- 
ural who uses her six-string 
acoustic and her husky R&B 
croon to create songs that fall 
winningly between catego- 
ries: part Bill Withers-esque 
neo-soul, part Bon Iver-style 
indie folk, with punchier beats 
than you’ expect and welcome 
detours into Sade’s plush bed- 
room. There are surprises: jazz 
chords that seep into wintry 
folk ballads; come-ons that 
double as threats. The lyrics 
dwell on troubled romance, 
but the cool, pretty, expertly 
arranged music washes over 
you likeahealing wave. = s.r. 
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Blur 
Modern Life Is Rubbish emi 
kkk 


Undersung 1993 LP where Blur 
looked backward, found gold 


Blur’s second LP is their secret 
classic. Coming between the 
pop-psych shimmer of 1991's 
Leisure and the cool Britannia 
of 1994's Parklife, the brittle 
jangle and bitter observations 
on Modern Life Is Rubbish 
were near-career-killers. But 
this two-CD reissue (part of a 
grand dress-up of Blur’s cata- 
log, including a 21-dise box) 
affirms the LP’s real bravado. 
“Advert” and “Pressure on Ju- 
lian” anticipate the full-throt- 
tle indie-rock swerve on the 
‘97 hit Blur, with more Kinks 
and David Bowie in the clamor. 
Of note among the many B 
sides: the lethal Byrds sizzle of 
“I'm Fine” and Damon Albarn’s 
soured-David Bowie vocal flair 
over the garage-band snap 





of “Mace.” DAVID FRICKE 
Owl City 

The Midsummer Station 
Republic 

k* 


Synth-pop dork turns in more 
breathy vocals, annoying ditties 


Adam Young, a.k.a. Owl City, 
seems to be a nice guy, and he 
knows how to put together a 
pop song. But he’s also a men- 
ace. On Young's fourth LP, he 
delivers universally annoying 
synth-pop pep talks —“It’s time 
for you to shine brighter than 
a shooting star”; “Follow the 
light through the dreams and 
disasters” - in a dweeby Mr. 
Magoo whine that makes him 
one of the more insipid pop- 
vocal stylists of his genera- 
tion, if not any generation. His 
fluency with pop forms only 
makes things worse; Young 
spoils everything he touches. 
The Carly Rae Jepsen duet 
“Good Time” is grating enough 
to make you hate Jepsen, “Call 
Me Maybe” and also good 
timesin general. = Jopy ROSEN 
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Heartache 
heroine: 
Chan 
Marshall 


Cat Power's 
Beautiful New 


Bummers 


Chan Marshall finds new ways to fix a broken 
heart: synth beats, trance vocals, eerie grandeur 


Cat Power Sun matador ® ®¥* 


“Real life is ordinary,” Chan Marshall sings 

halfway through her ninth album — and 

she makes it sound like hard-won wisdom, 

because you can hear in Marshall's voice 

how fiercely she had to fight just to make it 
to real life. Marshall produced Sum herself, in the wake 
of what seems like one brutal breakup. She doesn’t try 
to repeat the retro Memphis R&B of her 2006 indie hit 
The Greatest, or the late-night spider-guitar shambles of 
her classic 1990s albumis. Instead, she goes for gospel- 
via-disco uplift, layering her trancelike vocal chants over 
synth beats full of eerie beauty. It’s like she’s trying to give 
Joni Mitchell’s Blue the pop glimmer of 


Madonna's Like a Prayer. a ii a 
: Z rages: uin, 
Manhattan” broods over vanished “Manhattan” 


relationships (“All the friends that we 

used to know/Ain't coming back”), with Marshall's smoky 
purr floating over an ominous piano loop. “Nothing But 
Time” comes on like a sequel to David Bowie's “Heroes,” 
banging away for 11 minutes with two chords and help 
from guest guru Iggy Pop. Marshall has always been one 
of the most emotionally intense songwriters around, but 
with Sun she has made her riskiest, most vital album, not 
to mention one of her greatest. Who would have guessed 
this indie basket case would toughen up into such a soul- 
ful adult? ROB SHEFFIELD 





Yeasayer 

Fragrant World secretly Canadian 
keh 

Brooklyn experimentalists try on 
exotic new sound: pop! 


Brooklyn's Yeasayer are just as 
experimentally world-hugging 
as homeys like Animal Collec- 
tive and Dirty Projectors, but 
they're also dedicated to pop 
grandeur on its own terms. 
Each Yeasayer record has 
been hookier than the last: 
Their 2007 debut was globe- 
trotting freak rock; 2010's Odd 
Blood added hyped-up Eight- 
ies sheen. LP Three is a forlorn 
R&B fiesta, from the wry LCD 
Soundsystem disco of “Rea- 
gan’s Skeleton” to “Henrietta,” 
in which Chris Keating croons 
over a black caldron of key- 
board burble. At times, you're 
sure they've nicked a melody 
from some neon-dream MTV 
hit you can’t quite place. Then 
you realize they're reinventing 
that dream right now. Jon DoLAN 





Various Artists 

Just Tell Me That You Want 
Me: A Tribute to Fleetwood 
Md tear Musie/Concord 

Kee 

Best Coast and more take on the 
Mac, and the obscure tunes shine 


Wes Anderson's music guru 
Randall Poster produced this 
tribute with Gelya Robb, and 
it’s as inspired as their 2011 
LP Rave On Buddy Holly. 
Aside from Antony’s sparkling 
“Landslide,” the less-familiar 
stuff is most striking. Trixie 
Whitley turns “Before the 
Beginning” into a howling sé- 
ance; Billy Gibbons steers “Oh 
Well” away from the Ren Faire. 
Some radio staples - includ- 
ing the Kills’ leaden “Dreams” 
- fizzle, but Best Coast give 
“Rhiannon” a Courtney-meets- 
Darlene Love vibe. And Lykke 
Li's synth-y “Silver Springs” 
shows all those dream-pop 
texture sluts dominating in- 
die rock the magic ingredient; 
songwriting, WILL HERMES 
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To celebrate the annual 
Women Who Rock issue, 
Rolling Stone and Garnier Fructis 
have teamed up to give music 
fans the Style Files series - 
an insider's look into the lives 
of five strong women and 
what makes them rock. 


WATCH AND SEE 
HOW THEIR CONFIDENCE 
AND IDENTIFIABLE STYLES 
HAVE GIVEN THEM THE 
STRENGTH TO SHINE. 


FOR MORE INFORMATION, VISIT: 


DOVE® 
Dark Chocolate 


Rich, delicious 
dark chocolate 
without a dark side, 
Discover the magic 
in the taste of 
Silky Smooth 
DOVE" Dark Chocolate. 


New Black Cards EP 
“Use Your Disillusion” 
OUT NOW ON 
BEATPORT AND 
iTUNES! 


FOUR BRAND NEW SONGS 
INCLUDING FEATURES 
BY MATTHEW KOMA 
AND AMBA SHEPHERD, 


It’s like a concert 
in your ears 


Sony’s Balanced Armature 
Headphones are designed 
for discerning audiophiles 
and engineered for crisp, 
balanced sound, Balanced 

armature technology 
reproduces subtle musical 
nuances and astounding 
bass. So now the concert 
goes wherever you go, 


LEARN MORE AT 


PROMOTION 





GARNICR 


FRUCTIS 
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Not Rick 
Rubin: 
White 


Matthew E. White 


Virginia singer gives Seventies pop and rock a 
tryptophan injection - velvet pillow not included 


Big Inner Spacebomb/Hometapes ® ¥% ¥ V2 


On the cover of his debut album, Matthew E. 
White rocks a white suit he might have bor- 
rowed from 1970 Eric Clapton and a mane/ 
beard combo he might have borrowed from 
1975 Bob Seger. Inside, the laid-back sounds of 
the Seventies have rarely been this laid-back: Lazi- 
ly swelling Randy Newman orchestrations and 


hippie-gospel choirs coil around the sleepiest 
Allen Toussaint grooves, as White, who's from 
Richmond, Virginia, soul-mumbles about the 


KEY TRACKS: 
“Will You Love 
Me,” “Brazos” 


power of the Lord (the nine-minute “Brazos”), 

randomly quotes Jimmy Cliff's “Many Rivers to Cross” (“Will You 
Love Me”) and turns in a resplendently somnolent funk workout 
(“Big Love”), It's sometimes silly but also undeniably soothing; 
The bone-warming “Hot Toddies" |eaves you feeling like you just 


had six of them. 


JON DOLAN 





KEY FACTS 


HOMETOWN Richmond, Virginia 
BACKSTORY Raised in Manila 
and Virginia Beach, White took 
his time working up to his 
debut, leading avant-jazz group 
Fight the Big Bull and founding 
his own label, Spacebomb. 


_ 


The Darkness 
Hot Cakes Wind-Up 
*** 


Brit rockers blast back, glammy 
and hammy as ever 





After seven years off, these Brits 
bounce right back on “Every Inch 
of You,” the kickoffto Hot Cakes. 
Justin Hawkins cheekily tells 
his backstory: surviving on the 
dole till Led Zep changed his life, 
becoming “an Englishman with 
a very high voice, doing rock & 
roll,” Hot Cakes stays amusing, 
mixing beer-barrel chuggers with 
proud schlock ballads. Sneakiest 
trick; going full-on metal, ..with 
a Radiohead cover. cHuck EDDY 





GOOD COMPANY White arranged 
the horns on the newest album 
by the Mountain Goats, and 

in 2010 collaborated with Bon 
iver's Justin Vernon on a tribute 
to folk archivist Alan Lomax, 
performed at Duke University. 
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MNDR 

Feed Me Diamonds Utica 
ee 

New York duo blend old-school 
synth thrills, big bummers 


MNDR's debut is asweaty work- 
out that mixes chilly electro 
moves with the kind of joyous 
beats that soundtracked sum- 
mertime in the 1980s, Amanda 
Warner veers between aerobic 
bounce and sang-froid remove; 
the sumptuous “Fall in Love 
With the Enemy” sounds like 
prime Robyn, and the title track 
is a shimmery ballad pegged to 
an image of shredded insides. 

MAURA JOHNSTON 





MOGETT 


SARA P, 


AGES 
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Soulacoaster 
R. Kelly SmileyBooks Y, 


ry u 
RST ‘ 





an unmitigated triumph: “In 
the face of the charges, | 
was determined to sing 
even louder and prouder 
as | set out to make the 
most powerful music 

of my life.” 

The chapters cov- 
ering Kelly’s Chi- 
cago upbringing 
casually load 
one disturb- 
ing story onto 
another: sexual 
abuse by women, alcohol- 
ism and physical fights at 
home, getting shot while 
riding his bike. Robert, 
plagued by a learn- 
ing disability that 
left him illiterate, 
found solace in 
music, and in his 





Alanis Morissette 
Havoc and Bright Lights 


Collective Sounds/Sony Red 





Alanis Morissette recently 
gave birth to her first child, 
so her seventh LP brings 
the mama drama. “I wake 
up and first thing’s first/I’m 
of service,” she sings, like 
the Mother Teresa of diaper 
duty. She paints her mind- 
nursery in bright colors as she 
ponders what matters (“Em- 
pathy”) and what doesn't 
(“Celebrity”). JON DOLAN 


B R.Kelly is a genius of 
both the inspirational 
and the absurd - equally 
compelling whether 
dishing gospel-style 
uplift or playing a 
“sexasauras” on one 

of his subtlety-allergic 
bedroom jams. Unfortunately, this memoir 
pumps up his personal mythology more 
than it exposes the complex being behind 
it, posing his rise as a matter of destiny. 
His infamous child-pornography case is 
barely addressed, and it's cast as 


R. Kelly: Trapped i 





na Closet 


Gitte 


beloved mother, a club and church singer. 
Young Robert pursues a childhood dream, 
literally —- cartoon musical notes visited the 


























Dan Deacon 
America Domino 


University-trained Baltimore 
composer Dan Deacon makes 
busy, bombastic electro- 
classical clatter. He's the 
EDM Aaron Copland, pil- 
ing on marimbas, strings, 
blips, bonks, live percussion 
and operatic vocals on pieces 
like this LP’s four-part suite, 
“USA.” Yet the most enjoyable 
bits here are the least grandi- 
ose, like the zippy, pastoral 
“True Thrush,” J.D. 
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boy in his sleep and promised him he'd one 
day make it. He busks, strips for women at 
parties, and finally finds fame in the New 
Jack Swing era, eventually going on to sell 
33 million records. 

Soulacoaster recounts his 
myriad successes (including 
marriage and kids - while 

unsurprisingly leaving out 
mention of his alleged union 
to Aaliyah) and settles a 
few scores (partly with his 
ex-wife, Andrea Lee). The 


book peaks when Kelly 
works with Michael 
Jackson in the 
mid-Nineties and 

tries to see him 
as something 
other than 

an “avatar” 

or “Mickey 

Mouse.” But, 

for Kelly, the 

man in the 

mirror was 
pretty eccentric 
already. It'd be 
nice to learn more 
about what made 

that guy tick. 

NICK CATUCCI 


Kelly: Soul 
giant, master 

of the ridiculous 
sex pun 





Flo Rida 
Wild Ones Attantic 





Flo Rida is less an MC than 
a delivery system for dance 
beats — some ingenious, many 
insipid, all supersize. Here he 
largely defers to producers 
(including Dr. Luke) and guest 
stars (Sia, J. Lo), and watches 
the cash roll in, Which is 
good, considering the alter- 
native: “Up in this spot, spot/ 
Pull up in the Chevy/So classy 
and hot, hot,” he “raps” in “Let 
It Roll.” JODY ROSEN 


Made Me Do It! 


For a dealer near you go to 
durangobootconi/retailer 


Follow us on: 
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The Campaign 
Will Ferrell, 

Zach Galifianakis 
Directed by Jay Roach 


**', 


IS IT TOO MUCH TO EXPECT 
the broad, commercial joke- 
fest that is The Campaign to 
be funny and take-no-prison- 
ers smart? Come on, Will Fer- 
rell and Zach Galifianakis are 
savvy and sharp-witted — actors 
masquerading as clowns. Who 
betterin an election year to take 


down the fucked-up mess of 


current polities by lacing laughs 
with real provocation? 

But filmmakers, like most 
politicians, would rather draw 
“yes” votes from audiences than 
draw blood. Ferrell and Gali- 
fianakis will crack you up — 
guaranteed. Is it too much to 
expect more? The movie sets up 
a challenge for voters in North 
Carolina's 14th congressional 
district: Re-elect Cam Brady 
(Ferrell), the four-term Demo- 
crat incumbent witha John Ed- 
wards haircut and sex scandals 
up the yin-yang. Or cast your 
vote for Marty Huggins (Gal- 
ifianakis), a local tourism di- 
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rector without a clue, political- 
ly or otherwise. Juicy premise. 
But The Campaign, directed 
by Jay Roach from a slack, un- 
focused script by Chris Henchy 
and Shawn Harwell, doesn't 
begin to squeeze what is clear- 
ly low-hanging fruit, 1.¢., our 
increasingly corrupt and toxic 
election process. 


Big Surprise 
in a Small 


5D Package 


ParaNorman 
Kodi Smit-McPhee 


a es 


Hey, it’s not just Pixar that kicks 
ass in animation. Case in point: 
ParaNorman, a small miracle in 
stop-motion 3D from the wizards 
at Laika (Coraline), Part ghost 
story and part teen-misfit 
manifesto, the movie puts the 
focus on Norman (voiced by Kodi 
Smit-MePhee), a weird kid who, 
well, sees dead people, including 
grouchy Granny (Elaine Stritch) 
What starts as a harmless spin 


* kk & Classic| * 
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Playing Polities for Laughs 


The Campaign is R-rated, 
mostly for grotty gags (Cam 
porking a bimbo in a reek- 
ing Port-o-San) and the potty 
mouths of Marty’s kids. Easy 
stuff, way below the astute 
skewering director Roach ad- 
ministered in two Emmy-nom- 
inated HBO movies, Recount 
and Game Change. Roach can 


Norman 
sees dead 
people. 


through) Sixth Sense territory 
escalates into a full-out zombie 
war, led by a 300-year-old witch 
(Jodelle Ferland). Brit screen- 
writer Chris Butler and his 
co-director, Sam Fell, lace the fun 
and fright with keen visual wit 
And they don't back off tough 
themes such as loneliness and 
death, My advice? Just go with 
ParaNorman. There's magic in it, 


& Good! ® ® Fair! # Poor 


» Jv 


also be handy with farce (the 
Austin Powers trilogy, Meet the 
Parents). Sadly, the knack for 
combining satire with silliness 
evades him this time, 

What's typical is the scene 
in which Cam takes a swing at 
Marty and accidentally cold- 
cocks an infant - in slo-mo, 
yet. It’s all goofball fun, ex- 
ploiting Ferrell's gift for gaffes 
and impersonation in the style 
of the Dubya he did on SNL. As 
Marty, a gullible do-gooder- 
turned-toxic-avenger by simply 
running for oflice, Galifianakis 
does a riff on Seth, the swan- 
ning twin brother he invent- 
ed for his comedy act. Nothing 
new here, and that’s a bummer. 

The Campaign does flirt 
with satire in the form of the 
Motch brothers (aced by Dan 
Aykroyd and John Lithgow), 
billionaire right-wing power 
brokers (modeled on the Koch 
brothers) who conspire to in- 
source cheap Chinese labor to 
North Carolina, But the jokes 
never go deep, the toothless 
bites at the system leave no 
marks. It’s only the wild-card 
energy of Ferrell and Galifiana- 
kis that keeps you on the ticket. 
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The Bourne Legacy 
Jeremy Renner 
Directed by Tony Gilroy 


WHEN ARE SOLID ACTION, 
good actors and only a semi- 
idiotic spy plot not good enough 
for summer-movie escapism? 
When they stand in a long 
shadow, that’s when. And The 
Bourne Legacy is dwarfed by 
the three smash Bourne mov- 
ies (one from director Doug 
Liman, two from Paul Green- 
grass) that preceded it. 

The biggest miss is the ab- 
sence of Matt Damon as amne- 
siac CIA agent Jason Bourne. 
Wait a minute. How can you 
have a Bourne movie without 
Bourne? It’s called making sure 
a profitable series keeps laying 
golden box-office eggs. So di- 
rector Tony Gilroy, who par- 
ticipated in writing the other 
film adaptations of Robert 
Ludlum's Bourne bestsellers, 
came up with a new character. 
He's Aaron Cross, an operative 
who is genetically enhanced in 
mind and body as long as he 
takes a blue pill and a green 
pill at certain intervals. Hurt 
Locker Oscar nominee Jere- 
my Renner plays this series of 
tics as if it added up to an actu- 
al character. Good on him. But 
the plot strains to bursting as 
CIA suit Erie Byer (a snarling 
Edward Norton) conspires to 
eliminate Aaron and all traces 
of the program that produced 
him. That leaves Aaron at the 
mercy of Dr. Marta Shear- 
ing (Rachel Weisz, slumming 
gracefully), a genetic scien- 
tist who needs to get Aaron to 
the Philippines for more pills. 
Don't ask, 

Gilroy stages two riveting 
shootouts involving Marta at 
work and home. And there's 
a killer chase scene in Ma- 
nila as the bad guys try to 
knock Aaron and Marta off 
their speeding motorcycle. It’s 
all sound and fury signifying 
nothing except a desperate 
need to feed a franchise. 


Cosmopolis 
Robert Pattinson 
Directed by David 
Cronenberg 


kik 
IF YOU CAN GET PAST 


the psychological den- 
sity of the source materi- 
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al (Don DeLillo’s 2003 novel) 
and the tabloid noise around 
the star (RPatz leaves KStew!), 
this mesmerizing mind-bend- 
er ought to prove two things: (1) 
Robert Pattinson really can act; 
(2) Director David Cronenberg 
never runs from a challenge. 
Pattinson stars as Eric Pack- 
er, a master of the universe at 
28 but still helpless to stop his 
financial world from collaps- 
ing as he rides around Man- 
hattan in a white stretch limo. 
Destination: haircut, 
That’s it: one day, 
one limo, But DeLil- 
lo crowded that day 
with incident. And 


ON THE RUN 

Jeremy Renner 
and Rachel 
Weisz 
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GUN-CRAZY 
Robert Pattinson 
and Paul Giamatti 
duel it out. 


Cronenberg, a master recalling 
his surreal work on eXistenZ 
and Naked Lunch, adapts the 
novel with a poet's eye and a 
keen ear for language. Eric has 
hermetically sealed himself in- 
side a limo designed to block 
out every trace of the outside 
world. Inside, Eric can ignore 
the Occupy Wall Street-like 
protests from the 99 percent, 
consult with his geek chief (Jay 
Baruchel) and his money guru 

(Emily Hamp- 
shire), submit 
to a prostate 
exam, have 





sex with his mistress (Juliette 
Binoche), and get out for dis- 
turbing meetings with his wife 
(Sarah Gadon) and a disgrun- 
tled former employee (Paul 
Giamatti). Working with gift- 
ed cinematographer Peter Sus- 
chitzky, Cronenberg creates 
a crumbling world in micro- 
cosm. In this fever dream of 
a movie, Pattinson is incendi- 
ary, notably in a climactic gun 
scene with the great Giamatti. 
Cosmopolis, demanding as itis 
daring, is no easy ride. I mean 
that as high praise. 


Robot & Frank 
Frank Langella 
Directed by Jake Schreier 


LIKE THE BEST MOVIES, THE 
ones that manage effortless- 
ly to work their way into your 
head and heart, Robot & Frank 
has a deceptive simplicity. It 
also helps to have Frank Lan- 
gella, astellar actor at his mag- 
nificent best, in the starring 
role, Langella’s Frank is a re- 
tired burglar, a second-story 
man ready to hang it up at 70. 
His children, Hunter (James 
Marsden) and Madison (Liv 
Tyler), don’t know what to do 
with him. His parental neglect 
extended to two prison stints. 
Enter Robot (voiced with 
droll wit by Peter Sarsgaard), 
a talking machine that will 
keep the old-timer in line. Or 
so Frank's kids think. After a 
few days of Robot’s lectures on 
diet and exercise, Frank gets 
his own ideas to enlist Robot in 
a new robbery scheme. There's 
bracing humor here, and adash 
of heartbreak —just don’t expect 
to be wrapped upinawarmand 
fuzzy cinematic blanket. Robot 
& Frank, crisply directed by 
newcomer Jake Schreier from 
a fluid script by Christopher 
D. Ford, is made of tougher 
stuff. Just like Frank's flirtation 
with a librarian (a tangy Susan 
Sarandon), the movie keeps 
springing scrappy surprises. 
It also addresses questions of 
aging and neglect that 
Zz Hollywood likes 
to run from. Lan- 
gella, who's played 
everyone from Drac- 
ula to Nixon on- 
screen, is giving 
a master class 
in acting. En- 
roll now, 
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[Cont. from 73] or Buckley, or Montclair 
Prep, and that she was never on the cover 
of Vogue. But like all great liars, Lee in- 
sists she never really lied to anyone. If 
while cultivating her mystique she hap- 
pened to omit certain truths, and the peo- 
ple around her happened to fill in the gaps 
with their own imaginative leaps, that 
was the fault of their own stupidity. She 
couldn't be bothered correcting such peo- 
ple, since they weren't worth the effort. 
“You have to understand that a lot of the 
pretenses that I give out to different peo- 
ple have a lot to do with how much value 
I give them,” she says. And yes, fine, she 
may have told an occasional whopper, but 
that was to fend off people's intrusive cu- 
riosities. Lee says her proclivity to stretch 
the truth is due to “carelessness” — literal- 
ly, she couldn't care less, She is simply too 
indifferent about others to be honest with 
them. Though branded a socialite, Lee has 
practically no friends. 

“I never really got along well with girls, 
so I always liked boys better,” she says, al- 
though boys don’t rate too highly either: 
“I think of men kind of like a commod- 
ity.” That Lee evaluates others strictly 
through the lens of their usefulness is key 
to understanding her otherwise senseless 
lies. Utterly self-absorbed, as narcissists 
are, and hollow of empathy, Lee seems to 
only know how to further her own needs. 
And her singular desire was to seal her- 
self in an echo chamber of adoration. 
Her acolytes existed to further that vain 
fantasy; in all other respects, they were 
expendable. Just ask the trail of manip- 
ulated people whom Lee left in her wake, 
still trying to make sense of what hap- 
pened — especially her co-conspirators, 
who all pleaded guilty and were given 
prison time. 

“When you sit in this place and have 
all this time to think, it just...man,” says 
David Garrett from prison, where he's serv- 
ing 10 years. “Tye come to find out that ev- 
erything that’s come out of her mouth was 
a lie.” Frank Edwards, Young Ko and Chris 
Cash got one, three and four years, respec- 
tively. Henry Hernandez got nine months 
in prison followed by nine months in home 
detention; when he and Cady glimpsed 
each other in court, they collapsed, crying 
in each other's arms, with Hernandez whis- 
pering, “She fucked us up.” Cady, who after 
a month in prison is spending a year under 
house arrest, is distraught over the notion 
that her friend turned out to be a cipher 
who lied about virtually everything. “From 
the definitions I've read of ‘sociopath,” 
Cady says, “her picture might as well be on 
Wikipedia.” 

Lee sees her own story through a dif- 
ferent prism, Because in blending fantasy 
with reality to script her own narrative, 
she in many ways resembles any other 
Hollywood story. “People make them- 
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selves up to be whatever they want to be, 
especially in Los Angeles,” Christian Na- 
varro pointed out on the witness stand. 
“It’s the city of dreams.” In a place where 
everyone re-creates themselves anew — 
new names, new noses, new backstories — 
and little is expected to be authentic, Lee's 
reinvention isn’t all that different from 
the rest. In her mind, she simply took her 
game of pretend a few steps farther. 

The ride isn't over yet. In a recently filed 
40-page motion asking that her sentence 
be vacated or reduced, Lee claims that, far 
from being a leader of a drug conspiracy, 
she was an unwilling victim. She says she 
was forced into the plot by Garrett, who 
she didn't realize was a drug dealer until it 
was too late; that he threatened her until 
she was afraid not to cooperate. The mo- 
tion adds that Lee's delicate upbringing 
made her ill-equipped to handle Garrett, 
“as Lee is an Asian heiress.” 

Yes, an heiress - because Lee's not 
about to let someone else dictate her story. 
Despite Samsung’s denial, Lee insists, her 
gaze drilling into mine, that internally 
the company not only acknowledges her 
lineage but gives her star treatment. (She 
doesn’t explain why Samsung would say 
otherwise, although Cooper suggests it’s 
to avoid bad publicity: “They can't admit 
to their little illegitimate heiress.”) Simi- 
larly, Lee also contends that she did grow 
up in Bel Air, even though Master Lee re- 
ported to pretrial services that their long- 
time residence was actually a first-floor 
apartment on a busy Beverly Hills street — 
a claim supported by residential records. 
Lee would love to be more specific in clari- 
fying that point, but needs to exercise dis- 
cretion, owing to the “cloak and dagger” 
nature of her father’s business, which she 
refuses to discuss. 

The only truths that continue to mat- 
ter to Lisette Lee are the ones she culti- 
vates. She expects her prison sentence 
to be shortened by a judge any day now, 
When she’s free again, she plans to fol- 
low her father into the casino business. 
She also plans to marry Navarro, to whom 
she’s still “kind of” engaged, although 
their wedding plans have been “put on 
abeyance.” (Navarro responds, “We're not 
together. We have no relationship other 
than I'm a very good friend and I wish 
her well.”) Until then, Lee is making the 
best of her incarceration, where she la- 
dies meals onto inmates’ trays while wear- 
ing a hairnet — the first job she’s ever had. 
She's trying to think of prison as a “low- 
end boarding school.” Lee tells me she’s 
having a great time. “A.M.s are spent with 
iced cappuccinos, walking the track and 
discussing politics, P.M.s are ‘mocktail 
hour,” she writes in an e-mail, assuring 
me that her new inmate friends are all 
A-listers. “I am utilizing this ‘vacation’ at 
the government resort as a learning ex- 
perience, and polishing up my tennis and 
yoga. I'm truly loving it.” @ 
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SUKI® LEATHER 
BRACELETS AND 
NECKLACES 


Handsome braided leather available 

in many sizes and colors. Ultra-strong 
magnetic clasps in aluminum or sterling 
silver. Sterling silver necklace beads. 
AVAILABLE WITH HIDDEN MAGNETS 
$30 to $125 Made in USA 





Love Your Earbuds Again... 


EARBUDi snaps right on your Apple iPod® 
or iPhone® earbuds. EARBUDi is instantly 
comfortable, supports your earbuds for 
any activity. and is available in original 
(shown). blue. pink, and green. 

On sale now for $9.99. 
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Join the club and receive a new 
T-shirt every month from the best bars you've 
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it’s Prime Time for a 
New Candidate. 


Energonize the upcoming election by 
wearing this Optimus Prime T-shirt to the 
polling booth. Visit the web address below to 
get 10% off your order. Price: $20.00 
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(8003142829) 
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new sexual enhancers that volumize 
semen and improve hardness for the 
ultimate sexual experience. Black Snake 
is #1 for increasing male size naturally 
without side effects. Combine your stack 
with Wrecking Balls to raise testosterone 
naturally to new heights. Users report 
dramatic results! Each product is only 
$19.95 at 1 (888)698-6603 or 
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Rock Stars Buy Our 
Customizable Vinyl Record Art 
Clientele include AC/DCs Cliff Williams, and 
the Mixer for Ringo Starr, Scott Gordon! We turn 
your favorite album into a stunning, hand-painted 
work of art starting at $30! With 10005 of vinyls 
in stock. you can pick ANY record, ANY color 
scheme and ANY painting technique. 


THE BEATLES 
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Create Amazing Shirts! 


Make custom shirts for your event or 
team with our fun & easy Design Lab. 
Name-brand apparel and 40,000+ images. 
FREE Shipping & FREE design help 
7 days/week. Save $10 on 6 or more shirts 
with voucher code: stone? 855-411-0682 





Moving Gears You Can Wear! 


Interactive jewelry for men and women. The 
Kinekt Gear Ring is made from high quality 
matte surgical stainless steel. It features 
micro-precision gears that turn in unison 
when the outer rims are spun. 

Lifetime Warranty. Free Shipping. 

Watch the video at 
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ten) TOP 10 ALBUMS 
1 Phillip Phillips 1 Dirty Projectors 
“Home” 19/interscope Swing Lo Magellan Domino 
Flo Rida 2 Jeff the Brotherhood 
“Whistle” Poe Bay/Athwstic 


Hypnotic Nights Wanner Bros 


3 Carly Rae Jepsen 


“Call Me Maybe" 3 Passion Pit 


Gossamer Columbia 




















Schoalboy/interscope 
4 fun. 4 DIIV 
“Some Nights" Fueled by Ramen Oshin Captured Tracks 
S Katy Perry 5 Purity Ring 
“Wide Awake” Parfophaone/Capito! Shrines 4p 
6 Cher Lloyd 
a = 6 Metric 
Went U Back? Sew Epp Synthetica MMi/Mom + Pap 
7 Justin Bieber 
"As Long as You Love Me” 7 Echo Lake 
RBIMNG/Schoolboy/island Wild Peace Slumberland 
8 Owl City and 8 Fiona Apple 
Carly Rae Jepsen The Idler Wheel... Cheer Slote/Epic 
“Good Time” Republic/interscope 
9 Pink 9 Deep Time 


“Blow Me (One Last Kiss)” ACA Deep Time Harcly Art 


10 Ellie Goulding 


“Lights” Cherytree/interscope 





10 Fang Island 
Major Sargent House 
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From the Vault 


RS 246, August 25th, 1977 





1 Emotions 
“Best of My Love” Coliimbir 





2 Andy Gibb 
ae "Ap! Want to Be Your Everything” 


3 Rita Coolidge 


“(Your Love Has Lifted Me) Higher 
and Higher” Aa 





4 Commodores 
“Easy” Motown 


5 James Taylor 
“Handy Man" Columbia 


6 Pablo Cruise 
“Watcha Gonna Do?" Asm 


7 Crosby, Stills and Nash 
“Just a Song Before | Go” Atiantic 





On the Cover 

“[Star Wars] is not as good by 
along shot as it should have 
been, | take half the responsibil- 
ity myself, and the other half is 
some of the unfortunate deci- 
sions | made in hiring people. 
But | could have written a better 
script, | could have done a lot 

of things; | could have directed 
it better.” —George Lucas 





8 The Floaters 
“Float On" 4ac 


9 Fleetwood Mac 
“Don't Stop” Warner Bras 





10 The Brothers Johnson 
“Strawberry Letter 23" 4a 
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Top 40 Albums 

































































1 mm Rick Ross 
God Forgives, | Don't 
Maybach/Slip-N-Si iide/Def jam 
vr JNA | Zac Brown Band 
Uncaged Roar/Southern Ground/A tiantic 
3 «6 Justin Bieber 
= Believe RBNG/Schouibay/tsiand 
a, 2 One Direction 
Up All Night Syea/Colurnbiis 
5 Bee Gees 
= _Number Ones Reprise 
Gr 2 Nas 
< _Life 1s Good Def Jam _ 
ne, 3% Kidz Bop Kids 
Kidz Bop 22 fazor & Tie 
8 9 Adele Boss Time! 
= 21 XL/Columbia The year’s most anticipated 
9 10 Baron a re rap release arrived with a 
a oe Sapo bang, moving 218,000 cop- 
™ Joss Stone aE ’ 1 
The Soul Sessions; Vol. 2 S-Curve sa nh icaroiacs It's cat 
11 © Gloriana ourth chart-topper and his 
A Thousand Miles Left Behind biggest opening week ever. 
a Embiem/Waroer Bros. Nashville 
12 + Testament 
Dark Roots of Earth Wuciear last 
13° 70 % Rush 
x Clockwork Angels Anthem 
14 8 ~~ Frank Ocean 
Channel Orange Odo Fiture/Def Jorn 
15 © James Taylor 
_—__Steatest Hits Warner Bros 
16 12 Kenny Chesney 
Welcome to the Fishbow! 
“: Rice Sti (Nashwille) Staying Alive 
1 inkin Par 
Living Things Machine Shop Amazon priced the Bee 
18 if Luke Bry a Gees’ 2004 hits set at 
Tailgates & Tanlines Capital Nastwilte 99 cents for three days, 
19 1s Chris Brown contributing to 32,000 LPs 
Fortune RCA sold this week, a whopping 
20 2s Carrie Underwood 3,000 percent increase. 
=. Blown Away '9/risla Nashville 
21 #23 fun. 
Some Nights Fueied by Ranen 
22 \6 Katy Perry 
__ Teenage Dream Parisohane/Canitol 
23 19:~©6Usher 
Looking 4 Myself aca 
24 22 TheLumineers 
The Lumineers Ouartone 
25 4 PassionPit +_ 
-— ee Frvochss The Passion of the Pit 
26 em saiadtraek Aca Massachusetts electro-pop 
27 27 ~ Eric Church crew Passion Pit debuted 
Chief Emi Nashville last week in the Top Five, 
28 29 NOW42 falling 20 spots in Week 
Various Artists Universal/EMI/Sony Music Two. The disc has sold 
29 \4 Maybach Music Group 51,000 total. 
Presents: Self Made 2 
Various Artists Mzybach/Def Jam 
30 is _ Slipknot 
- ___ Antennas to Hell Roadrunner 
31 © RedHot Chili Peppers 
Greatest Hits Warner Bros 
32 ©™ VanHalen 
The Best of Both Worlds Warmer Bros. 
33 3 Of Monsters and Men 
My Head Is an Animal Lyiiversal Republic 
34 ©™ Grateful Dead 
Dave's Picks: Volume 3: Auditorium Live Dead 
. Theatre, Chicago Grateful Dead/PAno The Grateful Dead's latest 
35 42 Zot aver ‘ live LP is a three-disc set 
ae 7? seen ee from October 1971 featuring 
36 V4.The Other Side of Victory early versions of “Sugaree” 
wi Pajam/Verity_ and “Ramble on Rose.” It 
37 ©™ Joshua Radin sold 10,000 copies. 
___Underwater Mom on __ se 
Chart position on August 81h, 2012 
38 3 The Gaslight Anthem 00 Chart positior on August Ist, 2012 
——— - TT New Entry t Greatest Gamer 
39 17 The Dark Knight Rises ETM Re-Entry 
Soundtrack WarerTower Caprght DIO? 
40 is0 Kenny Chesney Choa sia Le > 
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RASPBERRY GETS A WHOLE 
GRAIN FIBER BEAR HUG. 
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Touch of Fruit Raspberry. 
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EVERYONE ELSE BROUGHT WINE. 
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TEQUILA 
100% DE AGAVE 





HAND-SELECTED 100% WEBER BLUE AGAVE. THE WORLD'S FINEST ULTRA-PREMIUM TEQUILA. 


SIMPLY PERFECT. 


simplypertect.com 





